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PEKSONS RBPRE8EKTEIX 

Lear, king of Britam, 

KingofFmace. 

Duke of Burgundj. 

Dtike qf ComwalL / / 

Duke of Albany, "■ * 

Earl of Kent. 

Karl of GXMiBT. 

Edgar, »on to GlosUr. 

Edmund, baeiard eon to Gloster. 

Curan, a courtier. 

Old Man, tenant to Gloster, 

Physician. 

FooL 

Oswald, steward to Goneril. 

An Officer, employed by Edmund. 

GeniUman, attendant on Cordelia. 

A Herald. 

Servants to Cornwall 

Goneril, ^ 

Regan, > daughters to Lear. 

Cordelia, / 

Knights attending on the King, Officers, Messen^ 
gers. Soldiers, and Attendants. 

Scene, Britain. « 
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KING LEAR. 
ACT I. 

SCEJ^E I.— A room ofstaie in Kmr Lear's pal- 
ace. Enter Ketit, Gloeter, and Eidround. 

Kent, 

I THOUGHT, the king had mora affected the 

duke of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Gh. It did alwajs seem so to ti2 : but now, in 
the division of the king^dom, it appears not wlUch 
<^ the dukes he values noost ; for equalities are so 
we^*d, that cnriositji in neither can make choice 
of cither's moiety .2 

Kent Is not this your son, my k>rd? 

Glo» His breeding, sir, hath been at my charee: 
I have so often bluSied to acknowledge him, that 
now I am brazed to it 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could : 
whereupon she grew round-wombed ; and had, in- 
deed, sir, a son for her cradle, ere she had a hus- 
band fi>r her bed. Do you smell a fault f 

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue 
of it being so proper.' 

fGh. Bat I have, sir, a son bjr order of law, some 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my 
account : though this knave came somewhat riaucily 

fl\ Most scropuloos nicety. 

(2) Part or division. (3) Handsome. 
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Act I 



into the world before he was sent for, yet was his 
mother fair ; there was good sport at his making, 
and the whoreson must be acknowledged. — ^Doyou 
know this noble gentleman, Edmund f 

Edm. No, my lord. 

Glo. My lord of Kent : remember him hereaf- 
ter as my honourable friend. 

Edm. My services to your lordship. 

Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you 
better. 

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he 
shall again: — The king is coming. 

[Trumpets sound within. 

Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan, 
Cordelia, and Attendants. 

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, 
Gloster. 
Glo. I shall, my liege. [Exe. Glo. and Edm.. 
Lear. Mean-time we shall express our darker^ 
purpose. 
Give me tne map there. — ^Know, that we have di- 
vided. 
In three, our kingdom : and *tis our fast intent^ 
To shake all cares and business from our age; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburden'd crawl toward death.— Our son of Corn- 
wall, 
And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 
We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and 

Bui^ndy, 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love. 
Long in our court have made their amorous soioum, 
Ana here are to be answer'd. — Tell me, nyr daugh- 
ter!, 

(1) More secret ^ Detcmuaed resolutiia. 
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(Since noiv we will divest as, both of rale. 
Interest of territory, cares of state,) 
Which of you, shall we say, doth love as roost ? 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where merit dtm most challenge it — Goneril, 
Oar eldest-bom, speak first 

Gon. Sir, I 

Do love you- more than words can wield the matter. 
Dearer than eye^^^t, space and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour: 
As much as child e*er lov*d, or father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and speech uaablc ; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

Cor. What shall CordeUa do? Love, and be sh 
lent [Aside. 

Lear, Of all these bounds, even from this line 
to this. 
With shadow/ forestn and with champaiusi rich*d. 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirt^ meads, 
We inake thee lady: To thine and Albany^s issue 
Be this perpetual. — What says our second daughter, 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? Speak. 

Beg. I am madeof that self metal as my sister. 
And prize roe at her worth. In my true heart 
1 find, she names my very deed of love ; 
Only she comes too short, — That I profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys. 
Which the most precious S(|uare3 of sense possesses^ 
And find, I am alone felicitate 
Id. j^or dear highness* love. 

Cor. Then poor Cnrdelia ! [Aside. 

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love's 
More richer than my tongue. 

Leoi: To thee, and tbme, hereditary ever. 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 
No less in space, TaUdity,^ and pleasure, 

(1) Open plains. (2) Comprehension. 
(3) M«k)iai^. 44) VahM. 
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Than that confirm*d on Goneril. — ^Now, oar joy, 
Although the last, not least ; to whose young love 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be interessM : what can you say, to draw 
A third more opulent than your sist^ ? Speak. 

Cor. Nothing, my lord. 

Ltar. Nothing ? 

Cor, Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing : speak again. 

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty 
According to mv bond ; nor more, nor less. 

Lear. How, how, Cordelia ? mend your speech 
a little. 
Lest it may mar your foiiunes. 

Cor. Good my lord, 

Tou have begot me, bred me, lovM me : I 
Return those duties back as are right fit. 
Obey you, love ;|rou, and mobt honour you* 
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say, 
They love you, all ? Haply,i when I shall wed. 
That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall 

cany 
Half my love with him, half my care, and duty : 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters. 
To love mv &ther all. 

Lear. But goes this with thy heart? 

Cor. A v, good my lord. 

Lear. So young, and so untender r 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 

Lair. Let it be so. — Thy truth then be thy dowert 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 
The mysteries of Hecate, and the night ; 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom we do exist, and cease to be ; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity^ and property of blood, 
Ana as a stranger to my heart and me 

(1) Peifatpa. Y2) Kindled* 
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Hold tbce, from this,! hr erer. The btfbftrooi 

Sc3rtluan, 
Or be that makes his generatioiP messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and relie?'d, 
As thou my sometime daughter. 

Kent. Good my liege, — 

Lear. Peace, Klht.' 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 
I lov*d her most, and thought to set mv rest 
On her kind nursery. — Hence, and avoid my sight! — 
[To Cordelia. 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her father's heart from her !— Call France ;— Who 

stirs? 
Call Burgundy. — Cornwall, and Albany, 
With my two daughters* dowers digest this third : 
Let pride, which me calls plainness, marry her. 
I do invest you jointly with my power. 
Pre-eminence, and all the laire effects 
That troop with majesty. — Ourself, by monthly 

course. 
With reservation of a hundred knights, 
Bv you to be sustained, shall our abode 
Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain 
The name, and all the additions' to a king; 
The sway. 

Revenue, execution of the rest,< 
Beloved sons, be vours : which to confirm. 
This coronet part between you. [Giving the crown 

Kent. Royal Lear, 

Whom 1 have ever honoured as my king, 
Lov*d as my &ther, as my master followed. 
As my great patron thought on in my prayers, — 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from 
the shaft. 

Keni. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 

(1) From this time. (2) His children. 
(3) Titles. (4) All other subjects. 
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The regkm of my heart : be Kent xmmannerlj, 
When Lear is mad. What would'st thou do, old 

man? 
Think'st thou, that duty shall have dread to speak. 
When power to Haltery bows? To plainoeM hon- 
our's bound, 
When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom ; 
And, in thy best consideration, cneck 
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judg- 
ment. 
Thy youngest daughter docs not love thee least; 
Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound 
Reverbsi no hoUowness. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 

Kent. My life T never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies ; nor fear to lose it. 
Thy safety being the motive. 

Lear. Out of my sight ! 

Kent See bettt:r, Lear ; and let me still remain 
The true blank2 of thine eye. 

Lear. Now, by Apollo, — 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king, 

Thou swear'st thy gods In vain. 

Lear. O, vassal ! miscreant ! 

[Laying his hand on his sword, 

Alb. Com, Etear sir, forbear. 

Kent. Do; 
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift ; 
Or, whilst I can vent clamour from mj throat, 
I'll tell thee, thou dost evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant I 

On thine allegiance hear me ! — 
Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow 
(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain'd 

pride. 
To conrie betwixt otir sentence and our power 
(Which nor our nsiture nor our place can bear;) 

(1) Rererberatiei. (2) The wuk to ahoot «t» 
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Our potency make good, take thj reward. 
Five days we do albt ttiee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world ; 
And, on the sixth, to tarn thj hated back 
Upon our king^dom : if, on the tenth day following, 
Thy banishM trunk be found in our dominions 
The moment is thy death : Away ! By Jupiter, 
This shall not be revokM. 
Kent. Fare thee well, king : since thus thou %vik 
appear. 
Freedom lives hence, and banbhment is here. — 
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

[To Cordelia 
That justly think^st, and hast most nghtly i«aid .'— 
And your large speeches may your d^ds approve, 
[To R^an and Goneril. 
That good eflfects may spring from words of love — 
Thus Kent, O princes, oids you all adieu ; 
He*U shape hid old course^ in a country new. [Ev. 

Re-enter Gloster; with France, Burgundy, and 
Attendants. 

Glo. Here^s France and Burgundy, my noble 
lord. 

Lear. My k>rd of Burgundy, 
We first address towards you, who with this king 
Hath rivallM for our daughter ; What, in the least 
Will you require in present dower with her, 
Or cease your quest of love .^2 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness ofierM, 
Nor will you tender less. 

Lear. ' Right noble Burgundy 

When she was dear to us, we did hold her so ; 
But now her price is fallen: Sir, there she stands; 
If aught withm that little, seeming^ substance, 
Or an of it, with our displeasure piec'd. 



(1) Follow his old mode of life. 

(2) Amorous expediCioii. (3) Speciooi. 
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And nothing more, may fitly like your grace, 
She*s there, and she is yours. 

Bur, I know no answer. 

Lear. Sir, 
Will you, with those infirmities she owes,i 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curse, and stranger'd with our 

oath. 
Take her, or leave her ? 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir; 

Election makes not up2 on such conditions. 

Lear. Then leave her, sir ; for by the power that 
made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. — For you, great king, 

[2'o France. 
I would not from your love make such a stray. 
To match you where I hate; therefore beseech you 
To averts your liking a more worthier way. 
Than on a wretch whom nature is ashamM 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange ! 

That she, that even but now wa.« your best object. 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age. 
Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour ! Sure, her ofiisnce 
Must b'; of such unnatural degree, 
That monsters it, or your fore-vouchM* affection 
Fall into taint :^ which to believe of her. 
Must b • a faith, that reason without miracle 
Could never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech liDtfr majesty 

(If for6 I want that glib and oily art, * 
To spuak and purpose not; since what I well 

intend, 
V\\ do*t before I speak,) that you make known 

(1) Owns, is possessed of. (2) Concludes not 
(3) Turn. (4) Fprroer declaration of. 

(5) Reproach or censure. (6) Because. 
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It is no vickxis blot, murder, or ibaloeas, 

No unchaste action, or disbooourM step. 

That hath deprivM roe of your fi^ce and favour : 

But even for want of that, for which 1 am richer ; 

A still-solicitinff eye, and such a tongue 

That I am glad I have not, though not to have it. 

Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 

Hadst not been bora, than not to have pleas*d int 
better. • 

France. Is it but this? a tardiness in nature, 
IVhich often leaves the history unspoke. 
That it intends to do?— My lord of Burgundy, 
What say yoo to the lady? Love is not love. 
When it is mingled with respects, that stand 
Aloof from the entire point^ Will you have her ? 
She is herself a dowry. 

Bur. Royal Lear, 

Give but fbat portion which yourself proposed, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand. 
Duchess of Buigundy. 

Lear. Nothing : I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur. I am sony then, you have so lost a father, 
That you must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Buigundy I 

Since that respects of fortune are bis love, 
I shall not be his wife. 

France. Fairest Corddia, thou art most rich, 
being poor; 
Most choice, forsaken; and most lovM, despised ! 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 
Be it lawAil, I take up what^s cast away. 
Gods, godst 'tis strange, that from their cold'st 

neglect 
My love should kindle to inflamM respect. — 
Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance, 
Is queen of us, (^ ours, and our fair France : 
Not all the dukes of wat*rish Burgundy 

(1) * Who seektfor aught in love but love alone.'* 
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Shall buy this unprizM precious maid of mc. — 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind: 
Thou losest here, a better where* to find. 

Lear. Thou hast her, France : let her be thine : 
for we 
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again : — Therefore be gone. 
Without our grace, our love, our benizon.2 — 
Come, noble Burgundy. 

[Flourish. Exeunt Eear, Burgundy, Cornwall, 
Albany, Gloster, and Atiendanis. 

France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you t I know jou what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your faults, as thev are nam*d. Use well our father : 
To your professed bosoms I commit him : 
But yet^ alas ! stood I within his grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place. 
So farewell to you both. 

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties. 

Reg. Let your stndy 

Be, to content your lord; who hath receivM you 
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted. 
And well are %vorth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plaited^ cunning 
hides ; 
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides. 
Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 

[Exeunt France and Cordelia. 

Gon. Sister, it is not a Kttle I have to say, of 
what most nearly appertains to us both. I think, 
our father will hence to-ni^ht. 

Reff. That's most certain, and with yon ; next 
month with us. 

Gon. You see bow full of changes his age is ; 
the observation we have made of it hath not been 

(1) Place. (3) Blessing. (3) Folded, doubled 
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little : he always loved our sister moet; and with 
what poor judgment he hath now cast her ofl^ ap- 
pears too icrossljr. 

Reg. *Tis the infirmity of his age : yet he hatk 
ever but slenderly known himself. 

Chn. The be!4 and soundest of his time hath 
been but rash ; then must we look to receive from 
his age, not alone the imperfections of long-engraft- 
ed condition,! but therewithal, the unruly way- 
wardness that infirm and choleric years bring with 
them. 

Beg. Such unconstant starts are we»like to have 
from hhn. as this of Kent's banishment. 

Gon. There is further compliment of leave- 
taking between France and him. Pray you, let us 
hit together: If our father carry authority with 
such dispositions as he bcelrs, this last surrender of 
his will but ofiend us. 

Reg. We shall further think of it 

Gon. We must do something, and i'the hcat.2 

[Exeunt 

SCEJVE 11— A hall in the Earl qf Gloster's 
castle. Enter Edmund, with a letter. 

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy law 
My services are bound : Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague* of custom ; and permit 
The curiosity* of nations to deprive me. 
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-shines 
Lag of a brother? Why bastard ? wherefore base? 
When my dimensions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true, 
As honest ra^am^s issue ? Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness ? bastardy? base, base? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality, 

(1) Qualities of mind. 

(2) l&lrike while the iron is hoi. 

(3) Tlie injustice. 

(4) The nicetj- of civil institution. 
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ThtB doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed. 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops. 
Got 'tween asleep and wake ? — Well then. 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have jour land : 
Our father's love is to the bastara Edmund, 
As to the legitimate : Fine word, — legitimate ! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed. 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the l^se 
Shall top the legitimate. . I grow ; I prosper : — 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards ! 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Kent banishM thus ! And France in choler 
parted! 
And the king sone to-night ! subscribM' his power ! 
ConfinM to exhibition !3 All this done 
Upon the gad I' — Edmund ! How now ? what news f 

Edm. So please your lordship, none. 

[Ptttting up the UtUf. 

Glo. Why 80 earnestly seek you to put up that 
letter? 

Edm. I know no news, my lord. 

Glo. What paper were you reading .' 

Edm. Nothmg, my lord. 

Glo. No? What needed then that terrible dcs- 

Eatch of it into your pocket ? the quality of nothing 
ath not such need to hide itself. Let's see: Come, 
if it be nothing, I shall not need spectacles. 

Edm. I bewech you, sir, pardon me : it is a let- 
ter from my brother, that I have not all o'er-read ; 
for so much as I have perused, I find it not fit for 
your over-looking. 

Glo. Give me the letter, sir. 

Edm, I shall ofiend, either to detain or give it 
The conteotSt as in part I understand them, are to 
blame. 

Glo, Let's see, let's see. 



(1) Yielded, surrendered. 
(3) Suddenly. 



(2) Allowance. 
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Edm. I hope, for mj broCher*t justkicatioa, be 
irrote this bat as an essaj^ or taste of my rirtoe. 

Gio. [Reads.] This poUaf, and reverence of age^ 
makes the tooHd bitter to the beet qf oar timee ; 
keefu our foriwfue from, v«, /itf oar oldnese eatt' 
not relish iheat, I b^in to Jind an idle and/oneP 
bondage in the oppressitm of aged tyranny ; who 
sways, not as it hath power, but as it is suffered. 
Come to me, that of this I may speak more. If 
our father wouid iSeep till I waked him, you should 
enjoy hatf his revenue for ever, and live the he- 
laved of your brother, Edgar.— Humph — Conspi- 
racy ! — ^leep till I waked him, you should emjoy 
half his revenue, — ^MysoaEd^! Had he a hand 
to write this? a heart and brain to breed it in ? — 
When came this to you f WIm) brought it ? 

Ekbn. It was not brought me, my lord, there*8 
the cunni% of it ; I found it thrown in at the case> 
ment of my closet 

Gh. You know the character to be your bro 
ther's? 

Edm. If the matter were ^ood, my lord, I durst 
swear it were his; but, in respect of that, ( would 
fain think it were not 

Glo. It is his. 

Edm. It is his hand, qny lord ; but, I hope, hit 
heart is not in the contents. 

Glo. Hath he never heretofore sounded you i» 
this bu»nes8 f 

Edm. Never, my lord : But I have often heard 
him maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age, 
and fathers declining, the father should be as ward 
to the son, and the son manage his revenue. 

Glo. O villain, villain ! — His very opinion in the 
letter! — Abhorred villain! Unnatural, detested, 
brutish villain ! worse than brutish ! — Go, sirrah, 
seek him ; 1*11 apprehend him : — Abominable vil- 
ain!— Where is he? 

(1) Tria]. (2) Weak and foolish. 

VOL. VIII. B 



,y Google 



18 KING LEAR. Act L 

Edtn. I do not well know, mj lord. If it shall 
please joii to suspend jour indignation against my 
brother, till jou can derive from him better testi* 
ffwny of his intent, yoa shall run a certain course; 
where,! if you violeiitlj proceed against him, mis- 
taking his put pose, it would make a great gap in 
voor own honour, and shake in pieces the heart of 
bis obedience. I dare pawn down my life for hirr, 
tiiat be hath writ this to feel my affecti(»i to your 
bQnour,3 and to no other pretence^ of danger. 

Gh, Think you so.? 

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, T will place 
you where you shall hear us confer of this, and by 
an aoricalar assurance have your satisfaction ; and 
that without any further delay than this very 
evening. 

Glo. He cannot be such a monster. 

Edm. Nor is not, s«rc 

Gh. To his father, that so tenderly sAd entirelr 
loves him. — Heaven and earth !-^Edmund, seek 
him out ; wind me into him, I pray you : frame the 
business after your own wisdom : I would unstate 
myself, to be in a doe resolution.^ 

Edm. I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey' 
the business as I shall find means, and acquaint you 
withal. 

Glo. These late eclipses in the sun and moon por- 
tend no good to us : Though the wisdom of nature 
can reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself * 
scoui^ed by the sequent^ effects : love cools, friend- 
ship falls c^, brothers divide : in cities, mutinies ; in 
countries, discord ; in palaces, treason : said the 
bond cracked between son and father. This villain 
of mine comes under the prediction ; there^s son 

(1) Whereas. (2) The usual address to a lord. 

(3) Design. 

(4) Give all that I am posaessed of, to be cer- 
tain of the truth. 

(5) Manage. (6) Following. 
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against father : the king falls from bias of nature ; 
there^s father aeainst chucL We have seen the belt 
of oar time : Machinations, hollowness, treachery, 
and all ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to our 
graves! — Find out this villain, Edinund, it shall 
lose thee nothing ; do it carefully : — And the noble 
and true-hearted Kent banished ! his offence, hon- 
est/ ! — Strange ! strange ! [ExiL 
Edm, This is the excellent foppery of the world ! 
that, when we are sick in fortune (often the surfeit 
of our behaviour,) we nnake guilty of our disasters, 
the sun, the moon, and the stars : as if we were vil- 
lains by necessity ; fools, by heavenly compulsion ; 
knaves, thieves, and treachers,' by spherical pre- 
dominance ; drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by 
an enforced obedience of planetary influence ; and 
all that we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on: 
An admirable evasion of whoremaster man, to lay 
his goutiiili disposition to the charge of a star! My 
father compounded with my mother under the 
di axon's tail; and my nativity was under vrsa 
major ;i so that it follows, I am rough and leche- 
rous*. — Tut, 1 should have been that I am, had the 
niaidenliest star in the firmament twinkled on my 
bastardizing. Edgar — 

Enter Edgar. 

and pat he comes, like the catastrophe of the old 
comedy : My cue is villanous melancholy, with a 
sigh like Tom o'Bedlam. — O, these eclipses do por- 
tend these divisions ! fa, sol, la, mi.^ 

Edg. How now, brother Edmund ? What serious 
contemplation are you in ? 

Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I 
read this other day, what should follow these 
eclipses. 

(1) Traitors. 

(2) Great Bear, the constellation so named. 

(3) These sounds are unnatural and offensive iu 
music. 
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Edg. Do 30U busy yourself with that? 

Edm. I promise you, the effects he writes of 
succeed unhappily ; as of unnaturalness between 
the child ana'^the parent ; death, dearth, dissolu- 
tions of ancient amities ; divisions in state, menaces 
and maledictions against king and nobles ; need- 
less diffidences, banishment of friends, dissipation 
of cohorts,^ nuptial breaches, and I know not what 

Edg. How long have you been a sectary astro- 
nomical ? 

Edm. Come, come ; when saw you my father 
last? 

Edg. Why, the night eonc by. 

Edm. Spake vou with nim.^ 

Edg. Ay, two hours together. 

Edm. Parted you in good terms ? Found you no 
displeasure in him, by word or countenance f 

Edg. None at all. 

Edm. Bethink yourself, wherein you may have 
offended him : anS at my entreaty, forbear his pre- 
sence, till some little time bath qualified the neat 
of his displeasur-e ; which at this, instant so rageth 
in him, that with the mischief of your person it 
would scaiTely allay. 

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That's my fear. I pray you, have a conti- 
nents forbearance, till the speed of his rage goes 
slower ; and, as I say, retire with me to my lodging, 
from whence I will fitly bring you to hear my lord 
speak : Pray you, go ; there's my key : — If you do 
stir abroad, go armed. 

Edg. Armed, brother? 

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best: go 
armed ; I am no honest man, if there be any ^ood 
meaning towards you : I have told you what I have 
seen and heard, but faintly ; nothing like the image 
and horror of it : Pray you, away. 

(1) For coAor^ some editors read courts. 

(2) Temperate. 
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Edg, Shall I hear from jou anon ? 

Bl£n. 1 do serve jou in {his busineis. — 

[Exit Edgar. 
A credulous father, and a brother noole, 
Whose nature is so far from doing hamts. 
That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honestjr 
My practices ride easr ! — I see the business. — 
Let me, if not by birtn, have lands hj wit : 
AH with me*8 meet, that I can fashion fit [Exit 

SCEJ^E III— A room in the Duke of Albany's 
palace. Enter Goneril and Steward. 

Gon. Did mj father strike my gentleman for 
chiding of his fool ? 

Stew. Ay, madam. 

Gon. By day and night ! hef^vrongs me ; eveiy 
liour 
He flashes into one gross crime or other, 
That sets us all at odds : I'll not endure it : 
His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids ui 
(^ every trifle : — When he returns from hunting, 
I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick :— 
If you come slack of former services. 
You shall do well ; the fault of it I'll answer. 

Siew. He's coming, madam ; I hear hioL 

[Horns imihin, 

Gon. Put on what weary n^ligenceyou please. 
You and your fellows ; I'd have it come toquestion ; 
If he dislike it, let him to my sister, 
Wliose mind and mine, I know, in diat are one. 
Not to be over-nil'd. Idle old man. 
That still would manage those authorities. 
That he hath given away ! — Now, by my life. 
Old fools are babes again ; and must be us'd 
With checks, as flatteries, — when they are seen 

abus'd. 
Remember what I have said. 

Stew. Very well, madam. 

Gon. And let his knights have colder looks among 
you; • 
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What grows of it, no matter; advise your fellows so: 
I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall, 
That I may speak : — I'll write straight to my sister, 
To hold my very course : — Prepare for dinner. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEKE IF.— A hall in the same. Enter Kent, 
disgvised. 

Kent If but as well T other accents borrow. 
That can my speech diffuse,' my good intent 
May carry through itself to that full issue 
For which I raz'd2 my likeness. Now, banished 

Kent, 
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemiiM 
(So may it come !) thy master, whom thou lov'st. 
Shall find thee fulfof labours. 

Horns toithin. Enter Lear, Knights, and A tiend- 
ants. 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get 
it ready. [Exit an Attendant] How now, what 
art thou ? 

Kent. A man, sir. 

Zjear. What dost thou profess ? What wouldest 
thou with us f 

Kent 1 do profess to be no less than I seem ; to 
serve him truly, that will put me in trust; to love 
him that is honest ; to converse' with him that is 
wise, and says little; to fear judgment; to 6ght, 
when I cannot choose ; and to eat no fish. 

icar. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor 
as the king. 

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is 
for a king, thou art poor enough. What wouldest 
thou? 

Kent Service. 

(1) Disorder, di^uise. (2) Effaced. 
(3) Keep company. 
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Lear, Who wouldest thou sene .* 

Kent. You. 

Lmr. Dcwt thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, sir ; but you have that in your coua« 
tenaoce, which I would fain call master. 

Lear. What's that ? 

KeiU* Authority. 

Jjear. What services canst thou do ? 

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar 
a curious tale in tetlino^ it, and deliver a plain mes- 
sage bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, 
1 am qualified in ; and the best of nic is diligence. 

Lear, How old art thou ? 

Kent Not so young, sir, to love a woman for 
singing ; nor so old, to dote on her for any thing : 
I have years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow roc; thou shalt serve me; if I like 
theenoworse after dinner, 1 will not part from thee 
yet. — Dinner, ho, dinner ! — Where's my knave ? 
my fool ? Go you, and call my fool hither : — 

Enter Steward. 

You, you, sirrah, where's my daughter.^ 

Stew. So please you, — [Eltit 

Lear. What says the fellow there ? Call the clot- 
poll back.— Where's my fool, ho.* — I think the 
world's asleep. — How now.' where's that nxxi^l ? 

Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is not 
well. 

Lear. Why came not the slave back to roe, when 
Icall'dhim? 

Knight. Sir, he answer'd me ia the roundest 
manner, he would not. 

Lear. He would not ! 

Knight. My lord, 1 know not what the matter 
is ; but, to my judgir^ent, your highness is not en- 
tertained with that ceceinonious affection as you 
were woot; there's a great abatement of kindness 
appears, as well in the general dependants, as io 
the duke himself also, and your daughter. 
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Lear. Ha ! safest (hou so ? 

Knight. 1 beaeech you, pardon me, my lord, if I 
be mistaken ; for my duty cannot be silent, when I 
think your higHness is wronged. 

Lear. Th(xi but rememl^rest me of mine own 
conception ; I have perceived a most faint neglect 
of late ; which I have rather blamed as mine own 
jealous curiosity,! than as a very pretence^ and 
purpose of unkindness : I will look further into*t. — 
But wliere*8 my fool ? I have not seen him these 
two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady^s going into France, 
sir, the fool hath much pined away. 

Lear, No more of that ; I have noted it well. — 
Go you, and tell my daughter, I would speak with 
her. — Go you, call hither my fool. — 

Re-enter Steward. 

O, you sir, you sir, come you hither : \yho am I, 
sir ? 

Slew, JVfy lady's father. 

Lear, my lady's father ! my lord's knave : you 
whoreson dog ! you slave ! you cur ! 

Stew. I am none of this, my lord ; I beseech you, 
pardon me. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ? 
\Striking him. 

Stew. I'll not be struck, my lord. 

Kent, Nor tripped neither; you base foot-ball 
player. [Tripping up his huis. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and 
I'll love thee. 

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away : I'll teach you dif- 
ferences ; away, a%va^ : If you will measure your 
lubber's length agam, tarry : but away : go to ; 
Have you wisdom .' so. [Pushes the Stewara out, 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : 
there's earnest of thy service. 

[Giving Kent money, 

(1) Punctilious jealousy. (2) Design. 
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Enter TwA, 

FooL Let me hire him too ; — Here's mj coxcomb. 
[Qiving Kent his cap. 
Lear. How now, mj pretty knave ? how dont 
thou? 
Fool. Sirrah, jou were best take my coxcomb. 
JST^n/. Why, fool. > 

FooL Why i For takin«^ ocie*s part that )s out oi 
faroar : Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind 
sits, thouMt catch cold shortly : There, take my 
coxcomb : Why, this fellow mis banished two oT 
his daughters, and did the third a blessing against 
his will ; if thou follow him, thou must needs wear 
my coxcomb. — How now, nuncle .' 'Would I had 
two coxcombs, and two daughters ! 
Lear. Why, my boy } 

FooL If I gave them all my linnff,* I'd keep my 
coxcombs myself: There's mine ; oeg another of 
thy daughters. 
Lear. Take heed, sirrah ; the whip. 
FooL Truth's a dog that must to kennel ; he 
must be whipped out, when Lady, the brach,^ may 
stand by the fire, and stink. 
Lear. A pestilent gall to me ! 
FooL Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech. 
Lear. Do. 
FooL Mark it, nuncle : — 

Have more than thou showest. 
Speak less than thou knowest, 
Lend less than thou owest,* 
Ride more than thou goest, 
T^am more than thou trowest,^ 
Set less than thou throwest ; 
Leave thy drink and thy whore, 
And keep in-a-door, 

(1) Estate or property. (2) Bilch hound. 

(3) Ownest, iK)sscssest (4) Belie vest. 
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And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 
Lear. This is nothing, fool. 
Fool. Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd 
lawyer; you gave me nothing for't : Can you make 
DO use of nothing, nuncle ? 

Zjcar. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out 
of nothing. * 

Fool. Pr'jthee, tell him, so much the rent of his 
land comes to ; he will not believe a fool. [ To Kent 
Lear. A bitter fool ! 

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy, 
between a bitter fool and a sweet fool .'' 
Lear. No, lad ; teach me. 
Fool That lord, that counsel'd thet 
To give away tny land, 
Come place him here by me, — 

Or do thou for him stand : 
The sweet and bitter foql 
Will presently appear ; 
The one in motley here. 
The other found out there. 
Z>ear. Dost thou call me fool, boy ? 
Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given away ; 
that thou wast born with. 

Kent This is not altogether fool, my lord. 
Fooh No, 'faith, lords and great men will not let 
me ; if I had a mono|K)ly out, they would have part 
on't : and ladies too, they will not let me have all 
fool to myself; they'll be snatching. — Give me an 
eg^, nuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns. 
Lear. What two crowns shall they be ? 
Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i'the middle, 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the eg^. 
When thou clovest thy crown i'the middle, and 
g^vesl away both parts, thou borest thine ass on thy 
back over the dirt: Thou hadst little wit in thy 
bald crown, when thou gavest thy golden one away. 
if I speak like myself in this, let him be whipp'd 
that first finds it so. 
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Fools had neW less graced in a year ; [Singing. 

For wise men are groum foppish ; 
And know not hoto their tnts to toear. 

Their manners are so apish. 

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of songs, 
sirrah? 

Fool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thoq 
madest thy daughters thy mother : for when thoa 
eavest them the rod, and put*st down thine own 
breeches, 

Then they for sudden joy did weep, [Singing. 

And I for sorroto sungy 
Thai such a king should play bo-peep. 

And go the fools among. 

Pr'ythee, nuncie, keep a school-master that can 
teach thy fool to lie ; 1 would fain learn to lie. 

Lear, If you lie, sirrah, weMl have you whipp'd. 

Fool. I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters 
are : they'll have me whipp'd for speaking true, 
thou'lt have me whipp'd for lying ; and, sometimes, 
I am whipp'd for holding my peace. I had rather 
be any kind of thing, than a fool : and yel I would 
not be thee, nuncle ; thou hast pared thy wit o'both 
sides, and left nothing i'the middle : Here comes 
one o'the parings. 

Enter Goneril. 

Lear. How now, daughter.-* what mnkes that 
frontlet^ on.'* Methinks, you are too much of late 
i'the frown. 

Fool Thou wast a pretty fellow, when thou hadst 
no need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an 
O* without a figure : I am better than thou art now ; 
I am a fool, thou art nothing. — Ves, forsooth, T will 

(1) Favour. 

(2) Part of a woman's head-dress, to which Lear 
^ compares her frowning brow. 

j[3) A cypher. 
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hold my tongue; so^our face [To Gon.] bids me, 
though you say nothing. Mum, mum, 

He that keeps nor crust nor crumb, 

Weary of all, shall want some. — 

Thai's a sheuPd peascodJ [Pointing to Lear 

Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-licensM fool. 
But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 
I had thought, by making this well known unto you. 
To have found a safe redress; but now grow fearful, 
Bv what yourself too late have spoke and done. 
That you protect this course, ana put it on 
By your allowance ;' which if you should, the fault 
Would not *8cape censure, nor the redresses sleep : 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal,' 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
Which else were shame, tliat then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

Fool. For you trow, nuncle. 
The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long, 
That it had its head bit off by his young. 
So out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear, Are you our daughter.' 

Cton. Come, sir, I would, you would make use 
of that good wisd(»n whereof I know you are 
fraught ;< and put away these dispositions, which 
of late transform you from what you rightly are. 

Fool, May not an ass know when the cart drawn 
the horse ? — Whoop, Jug ! I love thee. 

Lear. Does any here know me } — Why this is 
not Lear: does Lear walk thus.' speak thus? 
Where are his eyes ? Either his notion weakens, or 
his discemings are lethargied. — Sleeping or waking? 
^Ha ! sure *tis not so. — Who is it that can tell me 
who I am? — Lear's shadow? I would leara that ; 

(1) A mere husk which contams nothinr. 

(2) Approbation. (3) AVell goveroed state. 
(4) Stored. 
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ibr by the nwrkt of sovereignty, knowledge, and 
reason, I should be false persuaded I had daugh- 
ters. — * 

FooL Which thej will make an obedient father. 

Lear, Your name, fair gentlewoman? 

Goo. Come, sir ; 
This admiration is much o*the faTOurl 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright : 
As you are old and reverend, you should be wisfe : 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires; 
Men so cbaorder*d, so debouchM, and bold. 
That this our court, infected with their manners, 
Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel, 
Than a grac*d palace. The shame itself doth speak 
For instant remedy : Be then desired 
By her, that else will take the thing she begs, 
A little to dis<juantity your train ; 
And the remainder, that shall still depend,^ 
To be such men as may besort your age, 
And know themselves and you. 

Ijtar. ' Darkness and devils ! — 

Saddle my horses ; call my train together. — 
Degenerate bastard ! I'll not trouble thee ; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gon. You strike my people ; and your disordered 
rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear. Wo, that too late repents, — O, sir, ara 

you come.' 
Is it your will } [Tb Alb.] Speak, sir.— Prepare my 

horses. 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend. 
More hideous, when thou show*st thee in a child, 
Than the sea-nx>nster I 

(1) Complexion. (3) Continue in service. 
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Alb. Pray, sir, be patient. 

Ijear. Detested kite! thouliest: [To GwieriL 
Mj train are men f^ choice and rarest parts, 
That all particulars of duty know ; 
And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their name. — O most small fault, 
How ugly oidst thou in Cordelia show ! 
Which, like an engine,! wrcnch'd my frame of 

nature 
Vrom the fix'd place ; drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 
Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, 

^trtking his Jiead^ 
And thy dear judgment out! — Go, go, m^ people. 

Alb. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath mov'd you. 

Zjear. It may be so, my lord. — Hear, nature, hear; 
Dear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if 
Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitful .' 
Into her womb convey sterility ! 
Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 
And from her derogate^ body never spring 
A babe to honour her .' If she must teem. 
Create her child of spleen ; that it may live, 
And be a thwart disnaturM toiinent to her ! 
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 
With cadent^ tears fret channels in her cheeks; 
Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits. 
To laughter and contempt; that she may feel 
How sharper than a serjjent's tooth it is 
To have a thankless child !— Away, away ! [Kxit. 

Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes 
this.? 

Gon. Never afflict yourself to know the cause ; 
But let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it. 

Re-enter Lear. 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers, at a clap! 

(1) The rack. (2) Degraded. (3) Fallbg. 
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Within a fortnight ? 
Mb. What's the matter, sir ! 

Lear. PIl tell thee ;— Life and death ! 1 am 
ashamM 
That thou hast jiower to shake my manhood thus : 

[To Goneril. 
That these hot tears, which break from me perforce. 
Should make thee worth them. — Blasts and fogs 

upon thee! 
The untented' woundings of a father's curse 
Pierce every sense about thee I — Old fond eye.«<, 
Beweep this cause a^in, I'll pluck you out ; 
And cast you, with the waters that you lose, 
To temper clay. — Ha I is it come to this ? 
Let it be so : — Yet have I left a daughter, 
Who, i am sure« is kind and comfortable ; 
When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She'll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shall find. 
That I'll resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have cast off for ever; thou shalt, I warrant thee. 
[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendanls. 
Gon. Do you mark that, my lord ? 
AUf. 1 cannot be so partial, Goneril, 
To the ffreat love I bear you, — 

Gon. Pray you, content. — What, Oswald, ho! 
You, sir, more knave than fool, after toui* master. 
\To the Fool. 
Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take 
the fool with thee. 

A fox, when one has caught her, 
And such a daughter. 
Should sui-e to the slaughter, 
■ If my cap would buy a halter; 

So the fool follows after. [Exit 

Gon. This man hath had good counsel : — A hun- 
. dred knights ! 
*Tis politic, and safe, to let him keep 

(1) Undressed. 
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• 

At point,! a hundred knights. Yes, that on every 

dream, 
Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers. 
And hold our lives in mercy. — Oswald, 1 say ! — 

AU). Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. Safer than trust : 

Let me still take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear still to be taken. I know his heart : 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my sister ; 
If she sustain him and his hundred knights. 
When I have show'd the unfitness, — How now, 
• Oswald.? 

Enter Steward. 

What, have you writ that letter to my sister .? 

Stew. Ay, madam. 

Gon. Take you some company, and away to 
horse: 
Inform her full of my particular fear ; 
And thereto add such reasons of your own, 
As may ccxnpact it more. Get you eone ; 
And hasten your return. {Eocit Stew.j No, no, my 

lowi. 
This milky gentleness, and course of yours. 
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon. 
You are much more attask^d^ for want of wisdom. 
Than praisM for harmful mildness. 

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what^s well. 

Gon. Nay, then — 

Alb. Well, well; the event [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E K.^Ccurt before Ike same. Enter 
Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these let- 
ters: acquaint my daughter no further with any 
thing you know, than comes from her demand out 

(l; ^nned. (2) Liable to reprehension. 
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of the tetter : tf your diligence be not speedy, I 
riiall be there before tou. 

Kent I will not sleep, my lord, till I hare de- 
livered yoor letter. [Exit, 

Fool If a man*s brains irere in his heels, wereU 
not in danger of kibes ? 

Lear. Ay, boy. 

Fool. Then, 1 pr'ythee, be merry; thy wit shall 
not go slip-shod. 

J>or. Ha, ha, ha ! 

FooL Shalt see, thy other daoghter will use thee 
kindly : for though she^s as like this as a crab is like 
an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. Why, what canst thou tell, my boy f 

FooL She will taste as like this, as a crab does to 
a crab. Thou canst tell, why one*s nose stands 
i^the middle of his face.^ 

Lear. No. 

FooL Why, to keep his eyes en either side his 
nose ; that what a man cannot smell out, be may 
spy inta 

Lear. I did her wrong : — 

FooL Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell f 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a snail 
has a house. 

Lear. Why.> 

FooL Why, to put his head in ; not to ^Ve it 
away to his daughters, and leave his horns without 
a case. 

Zjear. I will forget my nature. — So kind a fWther ! 
— Be my horses ready ? 

FooL Thy asses are gone about 'em. The rea- 
son why the seven stars are QO more than seven, 
is a pretty reason. 

Lear. Because they are not eight ? 

FooL Yes, indeed : Thou would*st make a good 
fool. 

Zjtar. To take it again perforce! — Monster in- 
gratitude ! 

VOL. vin. C 



,y Google 



34 KING LEAR. A<t Jl 

FooL If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 
Lear. How's that ? 

Fool. Thou should'st not have been old, before 
thou hadst been wise. 
Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, sweet 
heaven ! 
Keep me ia temper ; I would not be mad ! — 
Enter Gentleman. 

How now ! Are the horses ready ? 
Gent Ready, my lord. 
Ijear. Come, boy. 

FooL She that is maid now, and laughs at my 
departure, 
Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut 
shorter. ^ [Exeunt. 



ACT 11. 

SCEJ^TE I.^A court within the easile of the 
Earl of Gloster. Enter Edmund and Curan, 
meeting. 

Edm. Save thee, Curan. 

Cur. And you, sir. I have been with your fa- 
ther \ and given him notice, that the duke of Corn- 
wall, and Regan his duchess, will be here with him 
to-night 

E2m. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay, I know not : You have heard of the 
news abroad ; I mean, ihe whispered ones, for they 
are yet but ear-kissing arguments ? 

£(ffn. Not I ; Pray you, what are they f 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 
•twixt the dukes of Cornwall and Albany ^ 

Edm. Not a word. 

Cur, You may then, in time. Fare you well, sir. 

[Exit. 
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Edm. The duke be here to-night ? The better I 
Best! 
This weaves itself perforce into my bosiness ! 
My iather hath set guard to take my brother ; 
And I have one thing, of a queatyi question, 
Which I must act . — Briefnen, and fortune, work !-« 
Brother, a word ; descend : — Brother, I say ; 

Rnier Edgar. 

My father watches :--0 sir, fly thw place ; 
Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 
Vou have now the good advantage of the night :— 
Have you not spoken *gaiost the duke of CoruwalU 
He^s coming hither; now, i*the night, i^the haste. 
And Regan with him ; Have you nothing said 
Upon his party *gaiaat the duke of Albany ? 
Advise^ yourself. 

Edg. I am sure oa*t, not a word. 

Edm. I hear my father coming, — Pajtkm me : — 
In cunning; I must draw my sword upon you : — 
Draw : Sean to defend yourself: Now quit you well. 
Yield : — come before my father;— Light hf^here. !— 
Fly, brother ;— Torches ! torches !— So, farewell. - 
[Exit Edgar. 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

UV<mnd$ his arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour : 1 have seen drunk- 
ards 
Do more than this in sport — Father! father ! 
Stop, stop ! No help ? 

Enter Gloster, onrf Servants with torches. 

Glo. Now, Edmund, whereas the villain ? 

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword 
out. 
Mumbling of wicked chaurms, conjuring the moon 
To stand nls auspicious mistress :— 

Glo. But where is he ? 

Edm. Look, sir, I bleed. 

(1) DsUcale. (2) Consider^ racoUect joonetf. 
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Olo, Where is the villara, Edmund ? 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means 
' he could — 

Glo. Pursue him, ho ! — Go after. — [Exit Serv.] 
By no means, — what ? 

Ednu Persuade me to the murder of your lord- 
ship; 
But that I told him, the reven^ng gods 
'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend ; 
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father ; — Sir, in fine, 
Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion. 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, lancM mine arm: 
But when he saw my best alarumM spirits. 
Bold in the quarrers right, rousM to the encounter. 
Or whether gasted^ by the noise I made. 
Full suddenly he fled. 

Glo. Let him fly far: 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ; 

And found — ^Despatch. The noble duke my 

master. 
My worthy arch^ and patron, comes to-night : 
By his authority I will proclaim it, 
lliat he, which finds him, shall deserve our thanks, 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake ; 
He, that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent, 
And tound him pight^ to do it, with curst^ speech 
I threatened to aiscover him : He replied. 
Thou unpossessing bastard! dost ikon think^ 
If 1 would stand against ihee^ would the reposed 
Of any trust, virtue, or worth, in thee 
Make thy words faith'' d? JSTo: what I should deny 
{As this I would ; ay, though thou didst product 
My very character,^) Pd turn it all 

(1) Frighted. (2) Chief. (3) Pitched, fixed. 
44) Severe, hanh. (5) Hand-writing 
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To thy wggesHony plot, and damned pracHee .* 
And thou mini make a dullard of the worlds 
If they not thought the profits of" my death 
fVere very pregnant and potential spurt 
To make thee seek it 

Glo. Strong and <asten*d rillain ! 

Would he deny his letter? — I neyer got him. 

IT^'wnpets within. 
Hark, the doke*s trumpets ! I know not vfhy he 

comes: — 
All ports ril bar; the Tillain shall not *scape; 
The duke must grant me that : besides, his picture 
I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May hare due note of him : and of my land, 
Loyal and natural boy, I'll work the means 
To make thee capable, i 

Enter O^wall, Began, and Aiiendants. 

Com. How now, my noble friend .^ since I came 
hither, 
(Which I can call but now,) I have heard strange 
news. 
Reg. If it be tnie, all vengeance comes too short. 
Which can pursue the dfender. How dost, my 
lord.' 
Glo. O, madam, my old heart is crack'd, is 

crack'd ! 
Reg. What, did my father's godson seek your life? 
He whom my fether nam*d ? your Edgar ? 
Glo. O, ladv, lady, shame would have it hid! 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous 
knights ' 

That tend upon my father? 

Glo. I know not, madam t 

It is too bad, too bad. — 
Edm. Tes, madam, he was. 

Ree. No marvel then, tiiough he were ill atfected; 
'Tis mey have put him on the old man's death, 

(1) i. e. Capable of succeeding to my land. 
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To have the waste and spoil of his reyenues. 
1 have this present evening froni my sister 
Been well informed of them; and with such cautions, 
That, if \\wy come to sojourn at my house, 
I'll not be there. 

Com. Nor I, assure thee, Regan. — 

Edmund, I bear that you have shown your father 
A child-Uke o^e. 

Edm, 'Twas my duly, sir. 

Glo. He did bewray^ his practice ;2 and received 
This hurt you see, striving; to apprehend him. 

Com. Is he pursued? 

Glo. Ay, mv good lord, he is. 

Corn. If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear'dof doing harm : make your own purpose. 
How in my strength you please. — For^ou,Ldmuud, 
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself^ you shall be^rs ; 
Natures of such deep trust we shall much need ; 
You we first seize on. 

Edm. I shall serve you, sir, 

Truly, however else. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Com. You know not why we came to visit you, — 

Reg. Thus out of season ; threading dark-ey'd 
night. 
Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poiie,' 
Wherein we must have use of your advice : — 
Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister, 
Of difference«, which I best thought it fit 
To answer from our home; the several messengers 
From hence attend despatch. Our good old friend. 
Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our business. 
Which craves the instant use. 
• Glo. I serve you, madam : 

Your graces are right welcome. [Exeunt, 

(1) Betray. (2) Wicked purpose. 
(3) Weigbt 
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SCEJ^E IL— Before Gloster's castle, Enler 
Kent oiiflf Steward, eeoeraUy. 

Stew. Good dawning to thee, friend : Art of the 
house ? 

Kent. Ay. 

Stew. W here may we set our horses ? 

Kent. Flhe mire. 

Stew. Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me, 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Htew. Why, then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If i had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would 
make thee care for me. 

Stew. Why dost thou use me thus f I know thee 
not. 

Kent Fellovy, I know thee. 

Stew. What dost thou know me for ? 

Kent. A knave; a rascal, an eater of brokrn 
meats; a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, thnt- 
suited, hurid reel-pound, filthy worsted-stocking 
knave; alily-liver'd, action-taking knave; a whore- 
son, glass-gazing, supers€r\iceable, finit al ro^ue ; 
one-trunk-inheriting slave ; one that uouldest be a 
bawd, in way cf s:ood service, and arl nothing but 
the composition of a knave, begaar toward, pan- 
der, and the son and heir of a mon;cre! bitch : on«5 
whom I will beat into clamorous wliiaing, if thuu 
deny'st the least syllable of thy adiiiion.* 

Stew. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, 
thus to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, 
nor knows thee ! 

Kent. What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, to ' 
deny Ihou know'st me ! Is it tv\ n days ago, .«incel 
tripped up thy heels, and beat t ee before the king ^ 
Draw, you rogue : for, though it be night, the moon 
shines ; IMl make a sop o^the moonshine of you : 
Draw, you whoreson cullionly barbermonger,cfraw, 
[Drawing his eword. 

(1) Titles. 
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Stew. Away; I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rascal : you come with letters 
against the king; and take Vaniiyi the puppet's 
part, against the royalty of her father : Draw, you 
rogue, or I'll so carbonado your shanks : — draw, 
you rascal ; come your ways. 

Stew. Help, ho! murder ! help ! 

Keni, Strike, you slave; stand, n^e, stand; 
you neat slave, strike. [Beating him. 

Stew. Help, ho ! murder ! murder ! 

Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, and 
Servants. 

Edm. How now? what's the matter .^ Part. 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please ; 
come, I'll flesh you ; come on, young master. 

Glo. Weapons ! arms ! What's the matter here.' 

Com. Keep peace, upon your lives ; 
He dies that stnkes agam : What is the matter ? 

Reg. The messengers from our sister and the king. 

Q^n. What is your difference ? speak. 

Stew. I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirred yoai 
valour. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in 
thee ; a tailor made thee. 

Com. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor make 
a man ? 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir ; a stone-cutter, or a paint- 
er, could not have made him so ill, though they 
had been but two hours at the trade. 

Com. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel f 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I have 
sr»r'd. 
At suit of his grey beard, — 

Kent. Thou whoreson zed! fhou unnecessarv 
letter! — My lord, if you will giveme leave, I will 
tread this unbolted^ villain into mortar, and daub 

(1) A character in the old moralities. 

(2) Unrefined. 
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the wall oIT a jakes* with him. — Spare my grey 
beard, you waglail ? 

Corn. Peace, sirrah ! 
You beastly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Ycfl, sir ; bat anger has a privilege. 

Com. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a 
sword. 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues at 

these. 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain, 
Which are too intrinse? t^uoloose: smooth every 

passion 
That in the natures of their lords rebels; 
Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 
Renege,^ afiirm, and turn their halcyon^ beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters. 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following.— 
A plague upcHi your epileptic visage ! 
Smile you r.y speech^ as I were a fool ? 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 
Pd drive ye cackling Wne to Camelot.* 

Com. What, art thou mad, old fellow? 

Glo. How fell you out t 

Say that 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Than I and such a knave. 

Com. Why dost thou call him knave ? What's 
his offence ? 

Kent His countenance likes me not.^ 

Com. No more, perchance, does mine, or his, oi 
hers. 

Kent Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain ; 

(1) Privy. (2) Perplexed. (3) Disown. 

(4) The bird called the kin^-fisher, which, when 
Iried and hung up by a thread, is supposed to turn 
his ImII to the point from whence the wind blows. 

(5) In Somersetshire, where are bred great quan 
tities of geese. 

(6) t. e. Pleases me not. 
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I have Men better faces in mj time, 
Than stands on anj shoulder that I see 
Before me at this instant 

Coi-n. This is some fellow, 

Who, having been praisM for bluntness, doth afiect 
A sau<nr roughness ; and constrains the garb. 
Quite from his nature : He cannot flatter, he ! — 
An honest mind and plain, — he must speak truth : 
An they will take it, so ; if not, he^ plain. 
These kind of knaves I know, which in this plain- 
ness 
Harbour more craft, and nmre cormpleT ends, 
Than twenty silly' ducking observants, 
That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity, 
Under the alk)wance of your grand aspect, 
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phoebus* front,— 

Com. What meanest by this .? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you dis- 
commend so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer : 
he that b^uiled you, in a plain accent, was a plain 
knave ; which, for mv part, I will not be, though I 
should win vour displeasure to entreat me to it. 

Corn. What was the offence you gave him f 

Stew. Never any : 

It pleasM the king his master, very late. 
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 
When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure, 
Tripp*d me behind ; being down, insulted, railM, 
And put upon him such a deal of man, 
That worthy'd him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdu*d ; 
And, in the fleshnient of this dread exploit, 
Drew on me here. 

Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards. 

But Ajax is their fool.^ 

(1) Simple or rustic. 

(2) f . e. Ajax is a fool to them. 
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Com. * Fetch forth the stocltf,ho! 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend brag- 
gart, 
We'll teach you— 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 

Call not your stocks A>r nie : I serve the king, 
On whose employment I was sent to you : 
You shall do small respect, show too bold malice 
Against the gnce and person of my' master, 
Stocking his messenger. 

Com. Fetch forth the stocks : 

As Tve life and tninour, ^.re shall he sit tiH noon. 

Reg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all night 
too. 

Kent. Why, madam, if I were your fatber*s dog. 
You should not use me so. 

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

[Siocki brought out. 

Com. This is a fellow of this self-same colour 
Our sister speaks of: — Come, bring away the stocks. 

Glo. Let nie beseech your grace not to do so : 
Hid fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for't : your purposed low correction 
Is such, as basest and contemned'st wretches, 
For pilierings, and most common trespasses. 
Are punishM with : the king must take it ill. 
That he's so sKghtly valued in his messenger. 
Should have him thus restrained. 

Com. Pll answer that. 

Reg. My sister may receive it much more worse. 
To have her gentleman abusM, assaulted. 
For followii^ her afiatrs. — Pat in his legs. — 

[Kent is put in the stocks. 
Come, my good lord ; away. 

[ Exeunt Regan and Cornwall. 

Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend ; 'tis the duke's 
pleasure. 
Whose disposition, all the world well knows, 
Will not be mbb'd, nor stopp'd: I'll entreat for 
thee. 
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Kent. Pray do not, sir : I have watch*d, and 
travelPd hard ; 
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest Pll whistle. 
A good man*s fortune may grow out at heels : 
Give you good morrow ! 

Qlo. The duke*8 to blame in this; Hwill be ill 
taken. [Exit. 

Kent. Good king, that must approve the commou 
eawl^ 
Thou out of heaven*s benediction com'st 
To the warm sun ! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe. 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
PeniM this letter ! — Nothing almost sees miracles. 
But miseiy ; — I know *tis from Cordelia ; 
Who hath most fortunately been informed 
Of my obscured course ; and shall find time 
From this enonnous state, — seeking to give 
Losses their remedies : — All weary and o*erwatch*d. 
Take vantaij^, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shameiul lodging. 

Fortune, good night; smile once more; turn thy 
wheel I [He sUept. 

SCEJ^E IlL—A part of the heath. Enter 



Edr. I beard myself proclaimM ; 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
EIscapM the hunt. No port is free ; no place. 
That guard, and most unusual vigilance. 
Does not attend my taking. While I may *«cape, 
I will preserve myself: and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape. 
That ever penuiy, in contempt of man. 
Brought near to beast : my face Pll g^me with filth ; 
Blanket my loins ; elf^ all n^ hair in knots ; 

(1) Sajring or proverb. 

(2) Hair thus knotted, was supposed to be the 
work of elves and fairies in the night 
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And with presented nakednen out£ice 
The winds, and persecutions of the sky. 
The countiy gives roe proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numbM and noortified bare aims 
Pins, wooden pricks,^ naiU, sprigs of rosemary ; 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, sbeep^otes and mills. 
Sometime with lunatic \xav^ sometime with praj- 

ers. 
Enforce theircharity. — PoorTurlygood! poor Tom! 
That*s something yet ;— Edgar 1 nothing am. [Ex, 

SCEJ^E IT.— Before Gloster's easiU, Enter 
Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear, 'Tis strange, that they should so depart 
from home. 
And not send back my messenger. 

Geni. ' As I leam*d, 

The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this ronove. 

Kent Hail to thee, noble master ! 

Lear. How ! 
M ak^st thou this shame thy pastime ? 

Kent. No. ray lord. 

FooL Ha, ha ; look ! he wears cruel' garters . 
Horses are tied by the heads ; dogs, and bears, by 
the neck ; monkeys by the loins, and men by the 
1^ : when a man is over-lusty at legs, then he 
wears wooden nether-stocks.^ 

Licar. What*s he, that hath so much thy placf 
mistook 
To set thee here ? 

^ Kent. It is both he and she, 

lour son and daughter. 

Lear. No. 

(1) Skewers. (2) Curses. 

(3) A quibble on crewel^ loorsied. 

(4) The old word for stockings. 
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Kent. Yes. 

I.£ar. No, I say. 

Kent I say, yea. 

Lear. No, no ; they would not. 
. Kent. Yes, they have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear no. 

Kent. ^ Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do't ; 
They could not, would not do*t ', 'tis worse thar 

murder, 
To do upon respect such violent outrage : 
Resolve nie, with aH modest haste, which way 
Thou miffht'st deserve, or they impose, this usag«, 
Coming from us. 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 

I did commend your highness' letters to them. 
Ere I was risen from the plaee that show'd 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 
Stew'd in his haste, half breathless, panting forth 
From Goneril his mistress, salutations ; 
Deliver'd letters, spite of intennission. 
Which presently they read : on whose contents, 
They sumnnonM up their meiny,i straight took 

horse ; 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leisure of their answer ; gave me cold looks : 
And meeting here the other messenger. 
Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had poison'd mine, 
(Bemg the very fellow that of late 
Display'd so saucily against your highness,) 
Having more man than wit about me, drew ; 
He rais'd the house with loud and coward cries : 
Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which here it suffers. 

Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese 
fly that way. 

Fathers, that wear rafirs, 

Do make their children blind ; 

(1) People, train, or retmue. 
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But &tber9, that bear bags, 

Shall 8Q8 tbetr cbildrea luod. 
Fortune, that arrant wbore, 
Ne'er turns the kev to the poor. — 
But, for all this, thou shaft have as many duiours 
for thy daughters, as thou caiu* tell in a year. 
Jjcar. O, bow this modiei^ swells up toward my 
heart! 
Mytterica passio ! down, thou climbing wrrow, 
Thy element's below ! — Whci-e is this daughter? 
Kent. With the earl, sir, here within. 
Lear. Follow me not ; 

Stay here. [ Exit. 

Gent. Made you no more offence than what you 

speak of .'* 
Kent None, 
How chance the king comes with so small a train ? 
Foot. An thou badst been set i'the stocks for 
that question, thou badst well deserved it. 
Kent. Why, fool.? 

Fool. We*il set thee to school to an ant, to teach 
thee there's no labouring in the winter. All that 
follow their noses are led by their eyes, but blind 
men ; and there's not a nose among twenty, but 
can smell him that's stinking. Let go thy hold, 
when a great wheel runs down a hill, lest it break 
thy neck with following it ; but the great one that 
goes up the hill, let him draw thee after. When 
a wise man gives thee better counsel, give me mine 
ajgain : I would have nooe but knaves follow i'.. 
' tice a fool ^ives it 

That, sir, which serves and seeks for gain, 

And follows but for form, 
IVill pack, when it begins to rain, 

And leave thee in the storm. 
But I will tarry, the fool will stay. 
And let the wise man fly : 

0) A quibble between dolours and dollars, 
^) The disease called the mother. 
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The knave turns fool, that nins away ; 
The fool no knave, perd^. 
Kent. Where leam*d you this, fool ? 
Fool Not i^the stocks, fool. 

Rt-enier Lear, with Gloster. 

Lear. Deny to speak with me ? They are sick } 
they are weary ? 
They have travel IM hard to-night.^ Mere fetches ; 
The images of revolt and flying off! 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Gh. My dear lord, 

You know (he fiery quality of the duke ; 
How unremovable and fixM he is 
In his own course. 

Z.«or. Vengeance! pWue! death! confusion! — 
Fiery? what quality? Why, Gloster, Gloster, 
i*d speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 

GIo. Well, my good lord, I have infonnM them sa 

Lear. Informed them ! Dost thou understand me, 
man? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord. 

Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall ; the 
dear father 
Would with his daughter speak, commands her 

service : 
Are they informed of this ? — My breath and blood ! — 
Fiery r ihe fiery duke ? — Tell the hot duke, that — 
No, but not yet : — may be, he is not well : 
Infirmly doth still neglect all office. 
Where* } our health is bound ; we are not ourselves. 
When I'.ature, being oppressM, commands the mind 
To suH. r with the body : Til forbear ; 
And am fallen out with my more headier will, 
To take the indisposM and sickly fit 
For the sound man. — ^Death on my s(ate ! wherefore 
[Looking on Kent 
Should he sit here ? This act persuades me. 
That this remotion^ of the duke and her 

(1) Removing from their own houie. 
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b practice! only. Give me my tenrant forth : 
Go, tell the duke and his wife, Vd speak with them. 
Now, presently: bid them come forth and hear roe. 
Or at their chamber door IMl beat the dram, 
Till it cry— SUep io death. 

Glo. Vd have all well betwixt yon. [Exit. 

Lear. O me, my heart, my rising heart !— but, 
down. ' • 

FooL Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to 
the eels, when she put them i*the pasted alive ; she 
rapp'd *em o*the coxcombs with a slick, and cry'd, 
DoioJif wantonsj down : *Twas her brother, that in 
pure kindness to his horse, butter*d the hay. 

Enter CorawaU, Regan, Glosti^, and Servants, 
Lear. Good morrow to you both. 
Com. Hail to your grrare I 

(Kent is set at UUp /y. 
Re^. I am glad to see your highness. 
Lear. Regan, I think you are ; I know «vhat 
reason 
1 have to think so: i< thou shonld'st not be glad, 
i would divorce me from thy mother's tom^ 
Sepulchring an adultress.— O, are you free .' 

[7b Kent. 
Some other time for that. — Beloved Regan, 
Thy sister's naught : O Began, she hath tied 
Sharp-toothM umiiudness, like a vulture, here, — 

[Points io his heart. 
I can scarce speak to thee ; thouMt not believe. 

Of how deprav'd a cjuality O R^an ! 

Reg. I pray you, sir, take patience ; I have hope. 
You less know how to value her desert. 
Than she to scant^ her duty. 
Lear. Say, how is that ? 

Heg. I cannot think, my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation : If, sir, perchance, 

(1) Artifice. (2) Crust of a pye. 
(3) Be wonting in. 
VOL. VUL D 
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She have restrainM the riots of your followers. 
'Tis on such ground, and to such wbolesonoe end. 
As clears her from all blame. 

Lear, My curses on her ! 

Reff. O, sir, you are old ; 

Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine : you should be ruPd, and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself: Therefore, I pray you. 
That to our sister you do make return ; 
Say, you have wroug'd her, sir. 

Lear, Ask her forgiveness? 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house :> 
Dear davghier^ I confess Ihai I am old ; 
Age is unnecessary : onmykiteeslbeg, 

[Kneeling. 
That you^U vouchsafe v^ raiment ^ bed, and food. 

Reg. Good sir, no more; these are unsightly 
tricks: 
Return ycu to my sister. 

Lear. Never, Regan 

She hath abated me of half my train ; 
Look'd black upon me ; struck me with her tongtie, 
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart : — 
All the storM vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones. 
You taking airs, wiln lameness ! 

Com. Fie, fie, fie ! 

Lear, You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding 
flames 
Into her sconiful eyes ! Infect her beauty, 
You fen-suckM fogs, drawn by the powerful sun. 
To fall and blast her pride ! 

Reg. O the blest gods ! 

So wHl you wish on me, when the rash mood*s on. 

Lear, No, Regan, thou shalt never have my 
curse ; 
Tby tender-hefted nature shall not give 

(1) The order of families. 
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Thee o'er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not bum : 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train, 
To bandy hasty words, to scant mv sizes,! 
And, in concluMon, to oppose the bolt 
A^usi my coming in : thou better know'st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood. 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
Thy half o'the kingdom hast thou not forgot. 
Wherein I thee endowM. 

Reg. Good sir, to the purpone. 

[ 7 ^rumpets toitMn, 

fjear. Who put my man i'the stocks ? 

Com. What trumpet's that? 

Enter Steward. 
Reg. I know't, my sister's : this approves her 
letter. 
That she would soon be here. — Is your lady conic? 
LMir. This is a slave, whose easy -borrow 'd prid^ 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows: — 
Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

Com. What means your grace ? 

Lear. Whostock'd my servant? Regan, I have 
good hope 
Thou didst not know of 't— Who comes here ? O 
heavens, 

Enter Goneril. 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 

Allow2 obedience, if yourselves are old, 

Make it your cause ; ^nd down, and take my 

part ! — 
Art not asham'd to look upon this beard ? — 

[To Goneril. 
O, Regan, wilt thou take her bv the hand ? 
Gon. Why not by the hand, sir? How have 1 
offended ? 

(1) Contract my allowances. (2) Approve 
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Air* not offence, (hat IndiscretioD finds. 
And dotage terms so. 

Ijcar. Of sides, yoa are too tous^h ! 

Wil I you yet hold ? — How came my man i'lhe »' . ks^ 

Corn. I set him there, sir : but his own dL<^> ders 
DeservM much less advancement 

Lear. You! did you? 

Reg. I pray you, father, 1)eing weak, seem so. 
If, till the expiration of your month. 
You will return and sojourn with my sister. 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me ; 
I am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertamment. 

Ijear. Return to her, and fifty rnen dismissM f 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage! against the enmity o^the air ; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 
Necessity's sharp pinch ! — Return with her? 
Why, the hot-b'ooded France, that dowerless took 
Our youngest born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg 
To keen base life afoot : — Return with her ? 
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter' 
To this detested groom. [Looking on the Sieioard, 

Gon. At your choice, sir. 

Lear. I pr*y thee, daughter, do not make me mad ; 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : 
We'll no more meet, no more see one another : — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter; 
Or, rather, a disease that's in my flesh, 
Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boil, 
A plague-sore, an embossed^ carbuncle, 
In my corrupted bkxxl. But Til not chide thee ; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it : 
J do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jowe : 

(1) War. 

(2) A horse that carries necessaries on a journey 

(3) SweUiog. 
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Mend, when thou caiutt ; be better, at thj leisure . 
1 can be patient; ] can staj with R^;ui; 
I, and my hundred knights. 

Reg. Not alto^ther to, s'r 

I look*d n<^ for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome : Give ear, sir, to my sifter ; 
For those that mingle reason with your paesioii. 
Must be content to think you old, and so— 
But she knows what she does. 

Lear. Is this well spoken now ? 

Beg. I dare avouch it, sir : What, fifty followers? 
Is it not well ? What should you need of more ? 
Yea, or so many ? sith^ that both charge and danger 
Speak *gainst so great a number? How, in one 

house, 
Should many people, under two conrmiands. 
Hold amity r ^Tishard; almost impossibl<>. 

Chn. Why might not you, my lord, receive at- 
tendance 
From those that she calls servants, or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not, my lord ? If thien they chanc*d 
to slack you. 
We could control them : If you will come to me 
(For now I spy a danger,) I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty ; to do mcwe 
Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all — 

Reg. And in epod time you ^ve it 

Lear. Made you my guardians, my depositaries ; 
But kept a reservation to be foUowM 
With such a number : Wliat, must I come to you 
With five and twenty, Regan ? said you so? 

Reg. And speak it again, my lord; no more 
with me. 

XiMr. Those wicked creatures yet do look well* 
fiivour'd, 
WTien others are more wicked ; not being the worst, 
Stands in some rank of praise : — I'll sro with thee ; 

[To Goneril. 

(1) Since. 
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Thy fifty yet doth double fiv3 and twenty, 
And thou art twice her love. 

Gon. Hear me, my lord ; 

What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you ? 

Reg. What need one ? 

Lear. O, reason not the need : our basest beggars 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous : 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man^s life is cheap as beast's : thou art a lady ; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous, 
Why^ nature needs not what tlwu gorgeous wear'st. 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm.— But, for true 

need, — 
You heavens, give me that jwitience, patience I 

need I 
Vou see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age ; wretched in botli ! 
If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To l>ear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger ! 
O, let not women's weapons, water-drops, 
Stam my man's cheeks I— No, you unnatural hags, 
1 will have such revenges on you both, 
That all the world shall— 1 w'ill do such thinjrs,— 
What they are, yet I know not ; but they shall be 
The terrors of the <:arth. You think, I'll weep ; 
No, I'll not weep : — 

I have full cause of vreeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws. 
Or ere I'll weep :— O, fool. I shall go mad ! 

[Exeunt Lear, Gloster, Kent, and Fool. 

Cwm. Let us withdraw, 'twill be a storm. 

[Siorm heard at a distance. 

Jleg, This house 

Is little ; the old man and his people cannot 
Be well bestow'd. 

Gon. 'Tis his own blame ; he hath put 

Himself from rest, and must ne^ds taste his foUv. 
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Re^. For bis particular, Til receive him gladly, 
But not ooe follower. 

Gon. So am r purpos'd. 

Where is my lord of Gloster ? 

Re-enter Gloeter. 
Com. Follow 'd the old man forth : — he is rs- 

tum'd. 
Glo. The king is in high rage. 
Com. Whflher is h" going ? 

Glo. He calls to horse; but will I know not 

whither. 
Corn. 'Tis best to give him way ; he leads him- 
self. 
Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to sta}'. 
Gio. Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak 
winds 
Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about 
There's scarce a bush. 

Reg. O, sir, to wilful men, 

The mjun'es that they themstlves procure, 
Must be their schoolmasters : Shut up your doors ; 
He is attended with a desperate train ; 
And what they may incense' him to, being apt 
To have his ear abusM, wisdom bids fear. 

Com. Shut up your doors, my lord ; 'tis a wild 
night ; 
My Regan counsels well : come out o'the storm. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCEJ^E I— A heath. A storm is heard, with 
thunder and lightning. Enter Kent, an^ a 
Gentleman, meeting. 

Kent. Who's here, beside foul weather? 



(1) Instigate, 
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Gent. One minded like the weather, most un- 
quietly. 

Kent. I know Tou ; whereas the king? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful element; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea, 
Or swell the curled waters *bove the main, 
That things might change, or cease : tears his white 

hair; 
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage. 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of: 
Strives in his little world of man to oul-scom 
The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear^ would 

couch. 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dr^, unbonneted he runs. 
And bids what will take alL 

Kent. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the fbol; who labours to out-jest 
His heart-struck injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you ; 

And dare, upon the warrant of my art,3 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division, 
Although as yet the face of it be coverM 
With mutual cunning, Mwixt Albany and Cornwall ; 
Who have (as who ^ave not, that their great stars 
Throned and set high?) servants, who seem no less ; 
Which are to France the spies and speculations 
intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen. 
Either in snuffs and packings' of the dukes ; 
Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper. 
Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings ;^— 

(1) Whose dugs are ^^n dry by its young. 

(2) Which teac)^ .iJi^ ^ifi find the mind^s con- 
struction in the ^cj^.' 

(3) Smiffk^-e <usl^kie0, vidpaekingSf underhand 
•ontrivances. 

(4) Saijfiplps. 
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I But, (me it b, from France there comet m power 
Dto this tc&tterM kingdom ; who Already, 
Wise in our n^igence, have secret ieet 
In some of our best ports, and are at point 
To show their open banner. — Now to you : 
If on my credit you dare build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 
Some that will thank vou, making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 
The king hath cause to plain. 
I am a gentleman of blood and breedii^ ; 
And, from some knowledge and assurance, offisr 
This ofGce to Tou.l 

Gmt, 1 will talk further with }'oa. 

Kent. No, do not 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out wall, open this purse, and take 
What it contains : If you shall see Cordelia, 
(As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring; 
And she will tell you who your fellow' is 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this sUmn ! 
I will go seek the king. 

ChnL Give me your hand: Have you no more 
to say ? 

Keni. Few words, but, to effect, more than all 
yet; 
That, when we have found the king (in which your 

pain 
That way ; I'll this ;) he that first Kghts on him. 
Holla the other. [Exeunt severally. 

SCEJ^E II.— Another part of the heath. Storm 
continues. Enter Lear and Fool. 

Lear. Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks! rage! 



You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout 

Till you have drenched our steeples, drownM the 



(1) Companion. 
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You sulphurous and thought-executinc;' fires. 
Vaunt couriers^ to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 
Singe R17 white bead! And thou, all-shaking 

thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o*the world .' 
Crack nature^s moulds, all germens spill at once, 
That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool. O nuncle, court holy-water^ in a dry house 
is better than this rain-water out o*door. — Good 
nuncle, in and ask thy daughters' blessing : here's 
a night pities neither wise men nor fool$. 

lUar. Rumble thy beliyfull ! Spit, fire ! spout, 
rain ! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness, 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no subscription \^ why then, let fall 
Your horrible pleasure ; hei-e I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old man : — 
But yet 1 call you servile ministers, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-engender'd battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O ! t) ! 'tis foul ! 

Fool. He that has a house to put his head in, has 
a good head-piece. 

The cod-piece that will house^ 

Before the head has any^ 
The head and he shall huse ; — 

So beggai^s marry many. 
The man that makes his toe 

WhcU he his heart should make^ 
Shall of a corn cry wo. 

Ana turn his sleqa to wake. 

— for there was never yet fair woman, but ^be 
made mouths in a glass. 

( 1 ) Quick as thought. (2) Avantxovriers, French. 

(3) A proverbial phrase for fair words. 

(4) Obedience. 
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Enter Kent 

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience, 
I will say nothing. 

Kent. Wbo*s there? 

fbol. Marry, here's grace, and a cod*piece; 
that's a wise man, and a fool. 

Kent. Alas, sir, are joa here f things that lore 
night. 
Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful tkiet 
Gallow^ the very wanderers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves: Since 1 was man, 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, 1 never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot 

carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear. ' Let (he great godn. 

That keep this dreadful pother^ o'er our ijeadjj, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch. 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of justice : Hide thee, thou bloody hand; 
Thou perjur'd, and thou simulai-' man of virtue, 
That art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake. 
That under covert and convenient seemin«4 
Hast practis'd on man's life!— Close i)ent-up guilts. 
Rive your concealmg continents, and <ry 
These dreadful sunimoners grace.s — I am a man. 
More sinn'd against, than sinning. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, hard b/ here is a hovel ; 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest; 
Repo!*e you there : while I to this hard house 
(Mfore hard than is the stone whereof 'lis rais'd; 
VVhich even but now, demanding^ after you, 
Denied me to come in,) return, and force 

(1) Scare or frighten. (2) Blustering noise. 
(.'}) Counterfeit. (4) Appearance. (3) Favour. 
(6) Inquiring. 
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Tbeir scanted courtesy. 

Lear. My wits begin to tura.^ 

Come on, my boy : How dost, my boy ? Art cold? 
I am cold myself. — Where is this straw, my fellow? 
The art of our necessities is strange. 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your 

hovel, 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for thee. 
Fool. He that has a little tiny twV, — 

JVith heighy ho^ the wind and the rain, — 
J\fwt make content with his fortunes Jit / 

For the rain it raineih every day A 
Lear. True, my good boy. — Come, brine us to 
this hovel. [Exeunt Lear and Kent 

Fool. This is a brave ni^ht to cool a courtezan. — 
1*11 speak a prophecy ere I go : 

When priests are more in word tl^p matter; 
When brewers mar their malt with water; 
When nobles are their tailors* tutors ; 
No heretics bum*d, but wenches* suitors: 
When every case in law is right ; 
No squire in debt, nor no poor knight ; 
When slanders do not live in tongues ; 
Nor cutpurses come not to throngs ; 
When usurers tell their gold i*the field ; 
And bawds and whores do churches build ;— 
Then shall the realm of Albioo 
Come to great confusion. 
Then comes the tin^ who lives to 8ee*t, 
That going shall be us*d with feet. 
This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live befoae 
his time. [Exit 

SCEJ^E III.— A room in Glo8ter*s castle. Enter 
Gloster and Edmund. 

Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this ua- 
(1) Part of the Clown's song in TwelfUiJVighL 
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natural dealbg : When I desired their leare that I 
might pity hini, they Uxk from me the use of mine 
own hoQse ; clnrgc^ me, on pain of their perpetual 
displeasure, neitber to speaK of biro, entreat lor 
him, nor any way sostain him. 

Edm. Most savage, and unnatural ! 

Glo. Goto; say you nothing : There is division 
between the dukes; and a worse matter than that : 
1 have received a letter this nif ht ; — 'tis dan^^rous 
to be spoken; — I have locked the letter m my 
closet : these' injuries the king now bean will bie 
revenged home ; there is part of a power already 
footed:! we must incline to the king. 1 will seek 
him, and privily relieve him : go you, and maintain 
talk with the duke, that my charity be not of him 
perceiv^l : If he ask for me, I am ill, and gone to 
bed. If I die for it, as no less is threatened me, 
the king my old master must be relieved. There 
is some strange thing toward, Edmund ; prav you, 
be careful. [Exit. 

Edm. This courtesy, ibrbid thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : — 
This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses ; no less than all : 
The younger rises, when the old doth fall. [Exit. 

SCEjrE IV.— A part of the heath, with a hovel. 
Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Kent. Here is the place, my lord ; good my lord, 
enter : 
The tyranny of the open nigfat*s too rough 
For nature to endure. [Storm stiil. 

J^ar. Let me alone. 

KetU. Good my lord, enter here. 
Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 

KetU. Pd rather break mine own : Good my lord, 
enter. 
' Lear. Thou thinkM 'tis much, that this conten 
tious storm 

(1) A force already landed. 
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In^'jes us to the skin : so *tis to thee ; 

But where the greater malady is fix'd, 

The lesser is scarce felt Thou'dst shun a bear : 

But if thy flight lay toivard the raging sea, 

Thou'dst meet the bear i^the mouth. When the 

mind^s free, 
The body's delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else. 
Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand, 
For lifting food lo't? — But I will punish home : — 
No, I will weep no more. — In such a night 
To shut me out ! — Pour on ; I will endure : — 
In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril I — 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all, — 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that ; 
No more of that, — 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr*ythee, go in thyself; seek thine own 
ease; 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more. — But Til go in : 
In, boy; go first. — [To the Fool.] you houseless 

poverty, — ' 
Nay, get thee in. Pll prey, and then I'll sleep. — 
[Fool goes in. 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe*er you are. 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides, 
Your.loop'd and wiiidowM raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these f O, I have ta'en 
Too little care of this I Take physic, pomp ; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; • 
That thou may'st shake the superflux to them, 
And show the heavens more just. 

Edg. [fViihin.] Fathom and half, fathom and 
half! Poor Tom I 

[ The Fool runs out from the hoveL 

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a spirit 
Help me, help me I 
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Kent. Give me thy hand. — Who's there ? 
FooL A spirit, a spirit ; he says bis uame's poor 

Tom. 
Kent What art thou that dost grumble there 

i'the straw ? 
^orae forth. 

Enter Edgar, disguised as a madman, 

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! — 
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind.— 
Humph ! go to thy cold bed, and worm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters ? 
And art thou come to this ? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom 
the foul fiend hath led through fire and through 
flame, through ford and whirlpool, over bog and 
quagn>ire ; that hath laid knives under his pillow, 
and nailers in his pew ; set rat.«*bane by his porridge; 
made him proud of heart, to ride on a bay trotting- 
horse over four-inched bridges, to course his own 
shadow for a traitor: — Bless thy five wits! Tom*« 
a-cold. — O, do de, do de, do de. — Bless thee from 
whirlwinds, star-b'asting, and taking !• Do poor 
Tom son»e charity, whom the foul fiend vexes: 
There could [ have him now, — and there, — and 
there, — and there again, and there. 

[Storm continues. 

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to 
this pass .' — 
Could^st thou save nothing.^ Didst thou give them 
all.? 

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had 
been all shamed. 

iMtr. Now, all the plagues that in the pendu- 
lous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir.% 

(1) To take is to blast, or strike with malignant 
influence. 
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Lear. Dea4h, traitor ! nothing could have sub- 
duM nature 
To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters. — 
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ? 
Judicious punishment ! *twas this ilesh begot 
Those pehcan daughters. 

Edg. Pillicock sat on pillicock's-hill ; — 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo ! 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools 
and madmen. 

Edg. Take heed of the foul fiend : Obey thy 
parents ; keep thy word justly ; swear not ; com- 
mit not with man*s sworn spouse ; set not thy sweet 
deart on proud array : Tom's a-cold. " 

Lear. What hast thou been ? 

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ; 
that curled my hair; wore gloves in my cap.i served 
the lust of my mistress's heart, and did the act of 
darkness with her ; swore as many oaths as I spake 
words, and broke them in the sweet face of heaven : 
one, that slept in the contriving of lust, and waked 
to do it: Wine loved I deeply ; dice dearly; and 
in woinan,x>ut-paramoured the Turk : False of heart, 
light of ear, bktody of hand : Hog in sloth, (ox in 
stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in madness, lion in 

f)rey. Let not the creaking of shoes, nor the i-ust- 
ing of silks, betray thy poor heart to women : Keep 
thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, 
thy pen from lenders' books, and defy the foul fiend. 
— Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind : 
Says suum, mun, ha no nonny, dolphin, my boy, 
my boy, sessa; let him trot by. 

[Storm still continves. 

Lear. Why, thou were better in thy grave, than 

to answer with thy uncovered body this extremity 

of the skies.-^Is man no more than this .' Consider 

(1) It was the custom to wear gloves in the hat, 
as the favour of a mistress. 
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Wm well : Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast 

no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no perfume : 

Ha I here's three of us are sophisticated !— Thoa 
art the thing itself: unaccommodated man is no 
more but such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou 
art.— Off, ofi; you leiidtn^s :— Come ; unbuttoa 
»««•* „ [I'earingoJ'hucioihea. 

tool, Pr'ythee, noncle, be contented ; this is • 
nauffhty night to swim in.— Now a little fire in a 
wild field were like an old lecher's heart: a small 
spark, all the rest of his body cold.— Lpok, hera 
comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet : he 
begins at curfew, and walks till the first cock ; he 
gi?es the web and the pin,2 squints the eye, and 
makes the hare-lip ; mildews the white wheat, and 
hurts the poor creature of earth. 

Saini Wiihaid^ footed thrice the toold,-* 
He met the mghi-mare, and her nine-fold ; 
Bid her alight^ 
And her troth plight. 
And, aroint^ thee, witch, aroint thee! 
Kent. How fares your grace ? 

Enter Gloster, loith a torch. 
Lear. What's he.? 

Kent. Who's there ? What is't you seek ^ 
Glo. What are you there.? Your names .? 
Edg Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, 
the toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water ;« 
that m the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend 

(1) The words fmbutton here, are probably 
only a marginal direction crept into the matter. 

(2) Diseases of the eye. 

(3) A saint said to protect his devotees from the 
disease called the night-mare. 

(4) Wild downs, so called in various narts of 
England. *^ 

(5) Avaunt. (6) i. e. The water-newt 
VOL. vin. E 
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rages, eats cow-dung for sallets ; swallows the <dd 
rat, ami (he ditch-dog; drinks the green mantle of 
the standing' pool ; \vno is whipped from tythingto 
tjthing.i anci stocked, punished, and Imprisoned; 
who hath had three suits to his back, six shirts to 
his body, horse to ride, and weapon to wear, — 
But mice, and rats, and such small deer. 
Have been TanCs food for seven long year. 

Beware my follower: — Peace, Smolkin;^ peace, 
thou fiend ! 

Glo. "What, hath ydur grace no better company ? 

Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman ; 
Modo he's called, and Mahu.3 

GU). Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so 
vile. 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold. 

Glo. Go in with me ;' my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands : 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors. 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ; 
Vet have I ventured to come seek you out. 
And bring you where both fire ana food is ready. 

Lear. First let me talk with this philosopher: — 
What is the cause of thunder ? 

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer ; 
Go into the house. 

Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned 
Theban : 
What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, andtokill rennm. 

Lear, Let me ask vou one word in private. 

Kent, Im^rtune him once more to go, my lord. 
His wits be^ to unsettle. 

Glo. Canst thou blame him ? 

His daughters seek his death:— Ah, that good 
Kent!— 

(1) A ty thing is a division <^ a county. 

(2) Name of a spirit (3) The chief devil. 
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He sttid it would be &us : — Poor buiisb'd man .'— • 
Thou say'st, the king grows mad ; 1*11 tell thee, 

friend, 
I am almost mad mysdf : I had a son, 
Now outlawM from my blood ; he sought my Ule, 
But lately, very late ; 1 lovM him, friend, — 
Ko iath«r his sod dearer : true to tell thee, 

[Hlorm coniinuts. 
The grief hath crazM my wits. W hat a night's this ! 
1 do beseech your grace, — 

Lear. O, cry you mercy, 

Noble philosopher, your company. 
Edff, Tora*8a-cold. 
Gio. In, fellow, there, to die hovel : keep thee 

warm. 
Lear. Come, let's in all. 
Kent. This way, mv lord. 

Leew. With him ; 

I will keep still with my philoeop^r. 
Kent. Good my lord, sooth him; let hkn take the 

fellow. 
Glo. Take him you on. 
Kent Sirrah, come on ; ^o along with us. 
Lear. Come, good Athenian. 
Glo, No words, no word* : 

Hush. 
Edg. Ckild^ Rowland to the dark tower came. 
His word was still, — Me^foh, and fum, 
I smell the blood q/* a British man. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^TE r.'—A room in Gloster's ca^le. Enter 
Cornwall and Edmund. 

Com. I will have my revenge, ere I depart his 
house. 

Edm^ How, my lord, I may be censured, that 
nature thus gives way to loyalty, 8<Mnething fears 
tne to think of. 

(1) Child is an old term for knigfat 
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Com. I now perceire, it was not altogether 
your brotber^s evil disposition made him seek his 
death ; but a provoking merit, set a-work by a re- 
pspveable baimess in himself. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must 
repent to be just! This is the letter he spoke of, 
which approves him an intelligent party to the ad- 
vantages of France. O heavens ! that this treason 
were not, or not I the detector ! 

Com, Go with me to the duchess. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you 
. have mighty business in hand. 

Com. True, or false, it hath made thee carl of 
Gloster. tSeek out where thy father is, that he may 
be ready for our apprehension. 

Edm. [Asidt."] If I find him ccHiiforting the king, 
it will stuflf his suspicion more fully.— I will perse- 
vere in my course of loyalty, though the conflict be 
sore between that and my b4ood. 

Com. I will lay trust upon thee; and thou shalt 
find a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E VI. — A chamber in a farm-lwuse, ad- 
joining the castle. Enter Glosster, Lear, Kent, ' 
Fool, and Edgar. 

Glo. Here is better than the open air ; take it 
thankfully : I v/ill piece out the comfort with what 
addition I can : I will not be long from you. 

Kent. All the power of his wits has given way 
to his impatience: — The gods reward your kind- 
ness! rEa:»7 Gloster. 
Ed^. Fraterctto calls me ; and tells me, Nero is 
an angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent,' 
and beware the foul fiend. 

Foot Pr^ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a mad- 
nmn be a gentleman, or a yeoman ? 
Iaot. a king, a king ! 

I.) Addressed to the fool, who was anciently 
ed an innocent 
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FooL No; be^s m jeofnan, that has a gentleman 
to his son : for he*8 a mad yeoman, that sees his son 
a gentkman before him. 

Jaot. To have a thousand with red burning spits 
Come hissing in upon them : — 

Rdg, The foul fiend bites my back. 

J^^ He*s mad, that trusts in the taroeness of a 
wolf, a borse*s health, a boy*s love, or a whore's 
oath. 

Lear. It shall be done, I will arraign them 
straight : — 
Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ;^— 

[7'o Edgar. 
Thoo, sapient sir, sit here. [To the Fool.] — Now, 
you she foxes ! — 

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares !< — 
Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam i 

Came o'er the boum^ Bessy, to me : — 
Foot Her boat hath a leaky 
And she must not speak 
Why she dares riot come over to thee, 

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice 
of a nightingale. Hopdnnce cries in Tom^s belly, 
for two white herrings. Croak not, black angel ; 1 
have no food ibr th^ 
BienL How do you, sir.^ Stand yon not so 
amazM : 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions } 
Lear. I'll see their trial first : — Bring in the evi« 
dence. — 
Thou robed man of justice, take thy place ; 

\To Edgar. 
And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, [To the Fool. 
Bench by his side : — You arc of the commission. 
Sit you too. [To Kent 

(1) Edgar is speaking in the character of a mad* 
man, who thinks he sees the fiend. 

(2) Brook or rivulet. 
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Edg. .et us Ae^\ justly. 

Sleepesif or wakest thou, jolly shepherd? 

Thy sheep be in the com ; 
And for one blast of thy minikin mouthy 

Thy sheep shall take no harm. 

Pur! the cart is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her first ; 'tis Goneril. I here tak« 
mv oath before this honourable assembly, she kick 
ed the poor king her father. 

Fool. Come hither, mistress; Is your name 
Goneril f 

Ijear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry yon mercy, I took you for a joint-stool. 

Lear. And here's another, whose warp'd looks 
proclaim 
What store her heart is made of. — Stop her there ! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire ! — Corruption in the place ! 
False justicer, why hast thou let her 'scape .* 

Edg. Bless thy five wits ! 

Kent. O pity ! — Sir, where is the patience now, 
That you so oft have boasted to retain f 

Ed^. My tears begin to take his part so much. 
They'll mar my counterfeiting. [Aside 

Lear. The little dogs and all, 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark at me. 

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them: — 
Avaunt, you curs ! 

Be thy mouth or black or white, 
Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 
Mastiff, grey-hound, mongrel grim, 
Hound, or spaniel, brach, or lym \^ 
Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tail; 
Tom will make them weep and wail : 
For, with throwing thus my head. 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 

Do de, de de. Sessa. Ccrnie, march to wakes and 
(1) A blood-bouod. 
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fairs, and market-towns: — Poor Tom, ihy horo 
is dry. 

Lear. Then let them anatomize Reg^ri ; sec what 
breeds about her heart : Is there «ny cuu^ in na- 
ture, that makes these hard hearts ? — You, sir, 1 
entertain you for one of my hundred ; only, 1 do 
not like the fashion of your gam»ents: yoa will 
say, they are Persian attire; but let them be 
changed. [To Edgar. 

Ktni. Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest 
a while. 

lAar. Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the 
curtains ; So, so, so : WeMI go to supper i*the morn- 
ing : So, so, so. 

Fool. And 111 go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Glo. Come hither, friend : Where is the king my 

master ? 
Kent. Here, sir; but trouble him not, his wits 

are gone. 
Glo. Good friend, I prVthee take him in thy arms ; 
I have o'erheard a plot of death upon hun: 
There is a litter ready ; lay him in't, 
And drive towards Dover, friend, wlieie thou shah 

meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master 
If thou should'st dally half an hou'-, Ais life. 
With thine, and all that offer to d fend him, 
Stand in assured loss : Take up. take up ; 
And follow me, that will to sotiif [)rovision 
Give thee quick conduct 

J^nt. Oppres!.' I nature sleeps : — 

This rest might yet have balmM thy broken senses. 

Which, if convenience will not allow. 

Stand in hard cure. — Come, he'p to bear thy master. 

Thou must not stay behind. [To'the Fool. 

Qlo. Come, come, away.. 

[Exeunt Kent, Cilo<ter, and the Fool, 

hearing off the King. 
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Edg. When we our betters see bearing our woes. 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 
Who alone suffers, suffers most i'the mind ; 
Leaving free (hinffs, and happy shows, behind : 
But then the mind much sunerance doth o^ersliip, 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 
How light and portable my pain seems now. 
When that, which makes me bend, makes the king 

bow ; 
He childed, as I fathered ! — Tom, away : 
Mark the high noises ;< and thyself bewray ,3 
When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles 

thee. 
In thy just oroof, i\*.peals, and reconciles thee. 
What will bap more to-night, safe 'scape the kin^ ! 
Lurk, lurk. [Emt. 

SCEJVE VIL—A room in Gloster^s castle. En- 
ter Cornwall, Regan, Goneril, Edmund, and Ser- 
vants. 

Com. Post speedily to my lord roctr husband ; 
^whim this letter: — the army of fVance is landed: 
— Seek out the villain Gloster. 

[Exeunt some of (he Servants. 

Reg. Han^ him mstantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Com. Leave him to my displeasure. — Edmund, 
keep vou our sister company ; the revenges we are 
bound to take upon your traitorous father, are not 
fit for your beholdmg. Advise the duke, where you 
are going, to a most festinate preparation ; we are 
bound to the like. Our posts shall be swiA and in- 
telligent betwixt us. Farewell, dear sister;— fiMre- 
well, my lord of Gloster.' 

(1) The great events that are approaching. 

(2) Betray, discover. 

(3) Meaning Edmund, invested with his father's 
titles. 
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Enter Steward. 

How now ? Where's the king ? 
HUw. My loitl of Gloster bath conveyM him 
hence: 
Some five or six and thirty of his knights. 
Hot questnsts^ after him, met him at gate ; 
Who, with some other of the lord's dependants. 
Am gtNM with him towards Dover; where they 

boast 
To have well-armed friends. 
Cbm. Get horses for your mistress. 

GoN. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

[Exeunt Gooeril a»td Edmund. 
Com. Edmund, farewell.— Go, seek the traitor 
Gloster, 
Pinioa him like a thie^ bring him before us. 

[Exeunt other Servants, 
Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice ; yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy^ to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who's there ? The 
traitor f 
Re-^nter Servants, loiih Gloster. 

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he. 

Com. Bind fast his corky3 arms. 

CMo. Whatmeanyour graces?— Good my fnends, 
consider *•• i 

You are my guests : do me no foul play, fnends. 

Com, Bind him, I say. [Servants bind him. 

Reg. Hard, hard ;— O filthy traitor ! 

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none. 

Corn, To this chair bind him :— Villam, thou 
shalt find— [Regan phieks his beard. 

Gh. By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

(1) Inquirers. (2) Bend to our wrath. 

(3) Deceitful. 
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Reg. So whke, and such a tnutor ! 

G7o. Naughty lady, 

These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chiiiy 
Wilt qnicken,i and accuse thee : I am your host ; 
With robbers^ hands, my hospitable favoonP 
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do? 

Com. Come, sir, what letters had you late from 
France ? 

Reg. Be simple-answer'd, for we know the truth. 

Corn. And what confederacy have you with the 
traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom ? 

Reg. To whose hands have you sent the lunatic 
king ? 
Speak. 

Glo. I have a letter guessingly set down. 
Which came from one that's of a nee^^ haart. 
And not from one oppos'd. 

Com. Cttimtiig. 

Reg. And false. 

Com. Where hast thou aent the king ^ 

Gh, To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore 

To Itover ? Wast thou not chargM at thy peril — 

Corn. Wherefore lo Dover? Let him first answer 
that. 

Gh. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the 
course. 

JZtfg-. Wherefore to Dover? 

Gh. Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick boarieh fangs. 
The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 
In hell-black night endur'd, would have buoy'd up, 
And quench'd the stelled* fires : yet, poor old heart, 
He holp the heavens to rain. 
if wolves had at thy gate howPd that stem tinw, 
ITiou should'st have said. Good porter, turn the key; 

(1) Live. (2) Features. (3) Starwd. 
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All cruels else subscribed -.1 — Bat I f^tall see 
The iringed vengeance overtake such children. 
Com. See it sbalt tboa never :— Fellows, hold 
the chair : 
Upon these eyes of thine Pll set my foot. 

[Gloster t» held dawn in the chmr^ whik Corn- 
wall plucks out one of his eyes^ and $tU 
kis foot on U. 
€Ho» He, that will think to live tili he be old, 
Give me some help : — O cn»l ! O ye gods ! 
Reg. One side will mock another ; the other too. 
Corn. If you see vengeance,— 
Serv. ' Hold your band, my lord. 

I have servM you ever since I'was a child ; 
But better service have 1 never done you. 
Than now to bid you hold. 
Reg, H07 now, you dog ? 
Scrti. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
Pd shake it on this quarrel : What do you mean f 
Con%, My villain ! [DrawSj and runs at him 
Serv. Nay, then come on, and take the chance 

of aniser. 
[Draws. They Jight Cornwall is ioounded, 
Meg. Give me thy sword. — [ To another Servant] 

A peasant stand up thus ! 
[Snaiches a sword, comes behind, and stabs him. 
Serv. 0, 1 am slain ! — My lord, you have one 
eye left 
To see sonje mischief on him : — O I [Dies. 

Com, Lest it see more, prevent it: — Out, vile 
jelly! 
Where is thy lustre now ? 

[Tears out Gloster's other eye, and throws 
it on the ground. 
Gh. All dark and comfortless. — Where's my 
son Edmund ? 
Eklmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature, 

(1) Yielded, submitted to the necessity of the 
•ccasioa. 
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To quit* this horrid act 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain ! 

Thou cairst on him that hates thee : it was he 
That made the overtures of thy treasons to us ; 
"Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glo. O my follies ! 

Then Edgar was abus'd. — 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him ! 

Reg. Go, thrust him out at gates, ana let him smell 
His way to Dover. — How is*t, my lord ? How look 
you? 
Com. 1 have receiv'd a hurt: — Follow me, 
lady. — 
Turn out that eyeless villain ; — throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. — R^an, I bleed apace : 
Untimely comes this hurt : Give me your arm. 

[Exit Cornwall, Ud by Regan ; — Servants 
unbind Gloster, and lead him out 

1 Serv. I'll never care what wickedness I do^ 
If this man comes to good. • 

2 Serv. If she live long. 
And, in the end, meet the old course of death, 
Women will all turn monsters. 

1 Serv. Let's follow the old earl, and get the 

Bedlams 
To lead him where he would ; his roguish madness 
Allows itself to any thing. 

2 Serv. Go thou ; I'll fetch some flax, and whites 

of c^. 
To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help 
him ! [Exeunt severally. 



ACT IV. 

SCEJ^E I.— The heath. Enter Edgar. 

Edg, Tet better thus, and known to be con* 
temn'd, 

(1) Requite. (2) Laid open. (3) Madman. 
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Than still cootenm'd and flatter'di TobewonL 
The lowest, and most dejected thinff of fortune. 
Stands still in esperance,^ lives not in fear : 
The lamentable change u from the best; 
The worst returns to laiwhter. Welcome then, 
Thod imsttbstantial air» that I embrace ! 
The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst. 
Owes nothing to thy blasts.— But who comes 
here? — 

Enter Gloeter, led by an Old Man. 
My father, poorly led ?— World, world, O world ! 
But that thy strange mutations' make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your 
tenant, and your father*s tenant, these fourscore 
years. 

Gh. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone : 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee th^ may hurt 

OldJmn. Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 

Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes ; 
I stumbled when I saw : Full ofl 'tis seen. 
Our mean secures oi ; and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities. — Ah, dear son Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father's wrath .' 
Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 
rd sav, I had eyes again ! 

Old Man. How now ? Who's there : 

Edg. [Aside.] O gods .' Who is't can say, / an 
ai the worst? 
Jl am worse than e'er I was. 

OldMan. »Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. [Aside.^ And worse I may be yet : The 
worst IS not, 

(1) t. e. It is better to be thus contemned and 
know it, than to be flattered by those who secretly 
contemn us. 

(2) In hope. (3) Changes. 
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So lonp^ as we can say, This is the vaorai. 

Old Man. Fellow, where goest ? 

Gla. Is it a b^garnnaD? 

Old Man. Madman and be^^r too. 

Glo. He has some reason, else he could not b^. 
I*(he last night'? storm I such a fellow saw ; 
Which made me think a man a worm : My son 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mmd 
Was then scarce friends with him : 1 have heard 

more since : 
As flies to wanton boys», are we to the gods ; 
Th^ kill us for their sport. 

Kdg. How should this be .^-^ 

Bad is the trade must play the fool to sorrow, 
Ang*ring itself and others. [Aside.] — Bless thee, 
roaster ! 

Glo. Is that the naked fellow } 

Old Man, Ay, roy lord. 

Glo. Then, pr*ythee, get thee gone : If, for my 
sake, 
Thou wilt overtake us, hence a mile or twain, 
C'the way to Dover, do it for ancient love ; 
And bring some covering for this naked soul. 
Whom ril entreat to lead ram 

Old Man. Alack, sir, he*s mad. 

Glo. 'Tis the timers plague, when madmen lead 
the blind. 
Do as T bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure ; 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. 1*11 bring him the best *parel that 1 
have. 
Come on't what will. [EafA. 

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom*s a-cold— 1 cannot daub*- it fur- 
ther. [Aside. 

Glo. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. [Aside.} And yet I must — Bless thy sweet 
eyes, tney bleed. 

Glo. Know'st thou the way to Dover ? 

(1) Disguise. 
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B^. Bodi slile and gmte, borte-war, and foot- 
path. Poor Tom ha^ been acaeed out of hi« g:ood 
wit« : ^\eti» the good man from the foul Aend ' 
Five fiends have been in poor Tom at once ; of luft, 
as Obidicut ; Hobbididance^ prince of dunil)ne»H ; 
Jda/tu, oi stealing ; Modo^ ot murder ; aiid Flib- 
bertigibbet^ of mopping and mowing ; who wnce 
possetMe chamberHuaids and waiting-women. 80, 
bless thee, master ! 

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whotn tlio 
heaven*s plagues 
Have humbled to all ^rckes : that I am wretched, 
Makes thee tiw happier: — Heaven^ deal »o still I 
Let the superfluous, and lust*dieted man. 
That slaves your ordinance,^ that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly ; 
So distribution should undo excess. 
And each roan have enough. — I>06t thou know 
Dover? 

Edg. Ay, master. 

Glo. There is a cUfi^ whose high and bending 
bead 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 
Bring me but to the very brim of it. 
And I'll repair the misery thou dost bear. 
With something rich about roe : from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edr. Give me thy arm ; 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE II.— Before the Dvke of Albany's pal- 
ace. Enter Goncril and Edmund; Steward 
meeting ihem. 

Gon. Welcome, roy lord : I marvel, our inild 
husband 
Not met us on the way : — Now, where's your 
master.^ 

^1) t. e. To make it subject to us, instead oi 
actu^ in obedience to it. 
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Siew. Madam, within; but never roan so diang'd: 
I told him of the army that was landed ; 
He smll'd at it : 1 told him, jrou were coming ; 
His answer was, 7^ toorse : of Gloster's treacheiy, 
And of the loyal senrioe of his son. 
When 1 infoninM him, then he callM me sot ; 
And told me, I had tum'd the wronr side out :•>- 
What most he should dislike, seems pleasant to htm ; 
What like, offensive. 

Cron. Then shall you zo no further, 

[To Edmund. 
It is the cowish terror of bis spirit, 
That dares not undertake : heMl not feel wror^. 
Which tie him to an answer : Our wishes, on (he 

way, 
May prove effects. ^ Back, Edmund, to my brother ; 
Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers : 
I must change arms at home, and give the distaff 
Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare speech ; 
[Gtwny a javottr. 
Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak, 
"Would stretch thy spirits up into the air ; — 
Conceive, and fare tnee well. 

Edvi Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon. My most dear Gloster ! 

[Exit Edmund. 
O, the difference of man, and man ! To thee 
A won.Mu's services arc due; my fool 
Usurp:* my bed. 

Siew. Madam, here comes my lord. 

[Exit Steward. 

Enter Albany. 

Gotu I have been worth the whistle.^ 

(1) t. e. Our wishes on the road may be com- 
pleted. 

(2) Worth calling for. 



Digitized ^by LaOOQ IC 



Seengll. iUNGIJIAa 81 

A», OGeaeril! 

You are not worth the dust which the rade wind 
Blows in your ftce. — I fear joor dispotitioa : 
That nature, which contenuM its oi%ia. 
Cannot be border'd certain in Hsdf ; 
She tiiat hersrif will sUyeH and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither. 
And come to deadljr we. 

Gon, No more ; the text is foolish. 

Alb» Wisdcnn and goodness to the vile seem \ile : 
Filths savour but then^l ves. What halve you done ? 
Tigers, not dangliters, what have jou perfitrmM f 
A fiither, and a gracious aged man. 
Whose reverence ^head-kigg'd bearwoakS Ticfc, 
Most barbarous', roost d^^wrate I have j'ou mad- 
ded 
Could my good bvother suffsr yoa to do it? 
A man, a prince, by him so benefited ? 
If diat the heavens do not their visible HMritH 
Send quickly down to tame these vile, oocnces, 
'Twill come. 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself^ 
Like monsters ot the deep. 

Chm. Milk-liver'd man ! 

That bear'st a diedc for YAowa, a head for wrongs; 
Who hast not in thy Incows an eye discernii^ 
Thine honour from thy sufferii^; that not know'st. 
Fools do those villains ])ity, who are punidi*d 
Ere they have done tiietr noischief. Where's fty 

drum ? 
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land : 
With phimed helm thy slayer begins threats ; 
Whilst thou, a moral fool, sit'st still, and cri'st, 
^lack ! why does he so? 

Alb, See thyself, devU ! 

Proper defonmty seems not in the fiend 
So horridf as 'm woman. 

Gon. O vain fool ! 

(l)TearQfi. 
VOL. vm. F 
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Alb. Tbou changed and self-coverM thin^, for 
shame, 
Be-monster not thj feature. Were it my fibiees 
To let these hands obey my blood,l 
They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh md bones : — However thou art a fieud, 
A woman^s ^lape doth diield thee. 

Gon. Marry, your manhood now I 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alb. What news? 

Mess, O, my good lord, the duke of ComwalPs 
dead; 
Slwn by bis servant, going to put out 
The other eye of Glwter. 

Alb. Gloster's eyes ! 

Mess. A senrant that he bred, thriird wKh re* 



Oppos'd against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master : who, thereat enragM, 
Flew on him, and amongst them felPd him dead : 
But not without that harmful stroke, which since 
Hath pluckM him after. 

Alb. This shows you are above, 

You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So speedily can venge ! — But, O poor Gloster ! 
Lost he hiii other eye f 

Mess. Both, both, my lord. — 

This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer ; 
'Tis from your sister. 

Gon. [Aside.] One way I like this well ; 
But being widow, and my GkMter with her. 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life : Another way. 
The news is not so tart — Pll read, and answer. 

[Extt. 

Alb. Where was his son, when they did take his 
eyes? 

(I) 
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Metx Come with mj ladj hither. 

Jilb. He is not hers. 

Mess, No, my good lord ; I inet him back agaiu. 

Alb. Knowihe the wickednejtii ? 

Mess. Ay, my good lord; 'twas be ioibnsM 
against him ; 
And quit the house on purpofie, that their punish- 
ment 
Might have the freer course. 

Jilb. Gloster, I hVe 

To thank thee for the love thou show'dst the kine, 
And to revenge thme eyes.— Come hither, friend ; 
Tell me what more thou knowest [Ezeutd, 

SCRXE III.— The French camp near Dover. 
Enter Kent, atfd a Gentleman. 

Kent. Why the king of France is so suddenly 
gone back know you the reason ? 

Gent. Something he left imperfect in the state, 
Which since his coming forth is thought of; which 
Imports to the kingdom so much fear and danger, 
That his personal return was most requir'd, 
And necessary. 

Kent. Who hath he left behind him general f 

Gent. The marei>chai of France, Monsieur le Fer. 

Kent Did your letters pierce the queen to any 
df-monstration of grief.'' 

Gent. Ay, sir; she took them, read them in my 
presence ; 
And now and then an ample tear trili*d down 
Her delicate cheek : it seem'd, she was a queen 
Over her passion ; who, moat rebel-like. 
Sought to be king o'er her. 

Kent. O, then it mov*d her. 

Gent. Not to a rage ; patience and sorrow strove 
Who should express lier goodliest You have teen 
Sunshine and rain at once ; her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day : Those happy smiles. 
That playM on hfer ripe lip, secm'd not to know 
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence, 
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As pearls from dimuoQcIs dropp'd. — ^In brief, sorrow 
Woald be a miity most belov'd, if all 
Could so become it. 

Kent. Made she no verbal question ? 

Gent. 'Faith, once, or twice, she heavM the name 
of/ather 
Panting!^ forth, as if it pressM her heart ; 
Cried, Sisters! sisters! — Shame of ladies! sisters! 
Kent! father! sisters! What? i'thesiofm? Ctkt 

night? 
Lei pity not be Mieved!^ — There she shook 
The holy water fiwn her heavenly eyes. 
And clamour moi'>ten*d : tbra away she started 
To deal with grief alone 

Kent. It is <j?e stars, 

The stars above us, govern our conditions :^ 
Else one self mate and mate could not beget 
Such diflferent issues. You spdce not with her since ? 

Gent. No. 

Kent. Was this before the king retum'd ? 

Gent. No, since. 

KenL Well, sir; The poor distressed Lear is i'the 
town : 
Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see hit daughter. 

Gent. Why, good sir ? 

KeiU. A sovereign diame so elbows iun : his own 
unkindness. 
That stripped her from his benediction, tum*d her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters, — these things sting 
His mind so venomously, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent Alack, poor gentleman ! 

Kmt. Of Albany^s and Cornwall's powers^ yon 
heard not? 

(1) Discourse, conversation. 

(2) i. e. he*, not pity be supposed to exist 
(3; Dispositions. (4) Forces. 
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Gent 'Tiaso; thefsra afoot 

Kent Well, mr, V\\ brin^ y (mj to our roaster Lear, 
And leave yoa to attend kun : some dear caaM* 
Will in coocealment wrap me up a while ; 
When I am known aright, you »hall not grieve 
Lending me this acqaaiolaoce. I pray you, go 
A long with me. [ Exeitnt 

SCKN'E IK— The same. A tent Enter Cor- 
delia, Hiysidan, and Soldiers. 

Cor. Alack, 'tis he ; why, he was met even now 
. As mad as the vex'd sea : fringing aloud ;. 
CrownM with rank fumiter,^ and farrow-weeds, 
With harlocks,' hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-floweis, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining com. — A century send fortfi ; 
Search every acre in the high gitxwn field. 
And brii» him to our eye. [Exit an Officer.] — 

What can man*s wisdom do, 
In the restoring his bereaved sense .' 
He, thatiwlps^tro, take all my outward worth. 

Phy. There is means, madam : 
Our io8ier>4roff«e of nature is repose. 
The which be lacks ; that to provoke in him, 
Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish 

Cor. AUblessMs 

All prou unpi^idishM \nrtues oi the ^rtb, 
Spring with my tears ! be aidant, aod ramediat^Y 
In the good man's distress ! — Seek, seek for him ; 
Lest his ungovem'd rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it4 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, Madam, news ; 

The British powers are marching hitherward. 

(1) Important business. (2) Fumitory. 

(3) Charlocks. 

(4) i. e. The reason which should guide it 
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Cor. 'TU known before ; our preparation stands 
In expectation of them. — O dear father, 
It is thv bunneas that I go about, 
Therefore great France 

My mourning, and important* tears, hath pitied. 
No biown^ ambition doth our arms incite. 
But love, dear love, and our agM father's right : 
Soon may I hear, and see him. [ExeunL 

SCEJVE v.— A room in Gloster's casiU. En- 
ter Regan and Steward. 

Reg. But arc my brother's powers set forth ? 

Siw. Ay, madam. 

Beg. Himself 

In person there ? 

aUw. Madam, with much ado . 

Your sister is the better soldier. 

Meg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord At 
home.^ 

Stew. No, madam. 

Reg. What might import my sister's letter to hin^ 

Stew. I know not, lady. 

Reg. 'Faith, he is ported hence on serioce matter. 
It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being oat, 
To let lura life ; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts against us : Edmund, I think, is gone, 
In pi^ of his miseiy, to despatch 
His nighted life;* moreover, to descry 
The strength o'the enemj. 

Stew, I must needs after him, madam, with mj 
letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow; stay 
with us ; 
The ways are dangerous. 

Stew. I may not, madam ; 

My lady chai^'d mr duty in this business. 

Reg. Why should she write to Edmund ? Might 
not you 

(1) Importunate. (2) Inflated, swelling. 
(3} t. e. His life made dark as night. 
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Transport ker purposes by word ? Beltke, 
Sometnng — I know not what : — IMI love theomuch. 
Let me unseal the letter. 

S(M}, Madam, I had rather — 

Jisg. I know your lady does not love her hus- 
band; 
I am sure of that : and at her late bein^ here, 
She gave strange oeiliad^,' and nnost lipcakiiig; looks 
To noble Edmund : 1 know, you are of her boNim. 

SUm, I^madunf 

Jlig^ I speak io understanding; you arc, I 
know it : 
Therefore, I do advise you, take nm note .^ 
My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talkM; 
And more convenient is he for my hand, 
Than for your lady^s : — Vou nwy gather more.* 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this; 
And when your mistress hears thus much from you, 
I pmy, desire her call her wisdom to her. 
So, fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him ofT. 

Slew. 'Would 1 could meet him, madam! 1 
would show 
What party I do follow. 

Jieg. Fare thee well. [Exe, 

SCEJ^E FI.—TJie cwntry near Dover. Enter 
Glotiter, and Edgar, dressed like a peasant. 

Glo. When shall we come to the top of that same 

hill .? 
Edg, I'ou do climb up it now : look, bow we 

labour. 
Glo. Mcthinks, the ground :s even. 
Edg. Horrible steep : 

Hark, do you hear the sea i 
Glo^ No, truly. 

(1) A cast, or significant glance of the eye. 

(2) ObseiTe what I am saying. (3) Infer more. 
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Edg. Why, then your other senses grovr impeiw 
feet 
your eyes' anguish. ' 

1ilo. So may it he, indeed : 

Methinks, thy voice is alterM ; and thou speak'st 
In better phrase, and matter, than thou didst 
. Edg. You are much deceiv'd ; in notbii^ am I 

chang*d, 
But in my garments. 

Glo. Methinks, you are better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir; here's the place: — Stand 
stili.^Jiow fearful 
And dizzy *tis^ cast one's eyes so k>w ! 
The crows, and choughs,! that win^ the midway air. 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire -^ dreadful trade ! 
Methinks, he seems no bi^er than his head : 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice; and yon' tall anchoring bark, 
Diminish'd to her cock ;^ her cock, a buoy 
Almost too snrsall for sight : The murmuring suige, 
That on the nnnumber'd idle pebbles chates. 
Cannot be heard so high : — 1*11 look no more ; 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple^ down headlong. 

Gto. Set me where you stand. 

Edg. Give me your band : You are now withia 
afoot 
Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright 

GUi. Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking : Fairies, and god?, 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou further off; 
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. [Seems to go. 

Glo. With all my heart. 

(1) Daws. (2) A vegetable gathered for pickling. 
(3) Her cock-boat. (4) Tumble. 



TSa 



,y Google 



SkmtFI. 



KING LEAR 



Edg. Why I do trifle thus with bis deipatry 
Is done to cure it 

Glo. O you mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce ; and, in your si^ts, 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills. 
My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should 
Bum itself out. If Eogar live, O, bless him I — 
Now, fellow, fai« thee well 

[He leaps f cmdJalU along. 

Edg. Gone, sir? Farewell. — 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to the theft : Had he been where be thought, 
By this, had thoug^ht been past. — Alive, or dead f 
Ho, you sir ! friemi ! — Hear you, sir .'' — speak I 
Thus might he jiass indeed .' — Yet he revives ; 
What are you, sir ? 

Glo. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but gossamer, fea- 
thers, air. 
So many fathom down precipitating. 
Thou liadst shiver'd like an egg: but thou dost 

breathe; 
Hast heavy substance ; bleed'st not ; speak*st ; art 

sound. 
Ten masts at each make not the altitude. 
Which thou hasi perpendicularly fell ; 
Thy lifers a miracle : Speak yet again. 

Glo. But have I fallen, or no ? 

Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky 
* bourn :2 
Look up a-height ; — the shrill-gorgM^ lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard : do but look up. 

Gh. Alack, 1 have no eyes. — 

(1) Thus might he die in reality. 

(2) t. e. This chalky boundary of England. 

(3) Shrill-throated. 
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Is wr^diecliiess deprived that benefit, 
To end itself by death ? *Twaa yet some comfort, 
When misery couid be^ile the tyrant's rage, 
And frustrate his proud will. 

Edg. Grv'c me vour arm : 

Up: — So; — How is*t? Feel you your legs? You 
stand. 

Glo. Too well, too wdl. 

F4dg. This is above all strangeness. 

Upcm the crown o*the cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought, his eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses, 
Horns whelkM,^ and wav'd, like the enridged sea; 
It was some fiend : Therefore, thou happy father, 
Think that the clearest^ gods, who make them 

honours 
Of men*s impossibilities, have preserved thee. 

Glo. I do remember now : henceforth V\\ bear 
Affliction, till it do crv out itself. 
Enough^ enough^ and, die. That thing you speak of, 
I took it for a man ; often 'twould say, 
Thejiend^ ihejiend: he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. — But who 
comes here ? 

Enier Lear, foniasticaUy dressed up wilhJUywers. 

The safer sense will ne'er accommodate 
His master thus. 

Lear, No, they cannot touch me for coining ; I 
am the king himself. 

Edg. O thou side-piercing sight ! 

Lear. Nature's above art in that respect. — There's 

I 'our press-money. That/ellow handles his bow 
ike a crow-keeper : draw me a clothier's yard.* — 
Look, look, a mouse ! Peace, peace ; — this piece of 

(1) Twisted, convolved. (2) The puiest. 
(3) An arrow of a cloth-yard long. 
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toasted cheese will do't — There's my ^untlel; PU 

grove it on a giant. — Bring up the brown bills.i — 
I, well flown, birdf—i'the clout, i'the clout :2 
hewg;h ! — Give the word.' 

JEflfg". Sweet marjoraoL 

Lear. Pass. 

Glo. I know that voice. 

lAar. Ha ! Goneril ! — with a wnite beard ! — 
They flatterM rise like a d<^ ; and told me, I had 
white hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were 
there. To say ay, and no, to every thing I said ! — 
Ay and no too was no good divinify When the 
rain came to wet me once, and the wind to make 
me chatter ; when the thunder would not peace at 
my bidding; there I found them, there I smelt 
them out. Go to, they are not men o'lheir words: 
they told me I was every thing; 'Tis a lie; 1 am 
not ague-proof. 

Gh. The trick^ of that voice I do well remember: 
Is't not the king ^ 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king: 

When I do stare, sec, how the subject c{uake9. — 
I pardon that man's life : what was thy cause f 
Adultery. — 

Thou shalt not die : Die for adultery .' No : 
The wren goej to't, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. 
Let copulation thrive, for Gloster's bastard son 
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
Got 'tween the lawful sheets. 
To't, luxury, pell-mell, for I lack soldiers. — 
Behold yon' simpering dame, 
Whose face between her forks presa«;-eth snow ; 
That minces virtue, and does shake the head 
To hear of pleasure's name ; 
The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to't 

(1) Battle-axes. 

(2) The white mark for arrhera to aim at. 

(3) The watch- word. (4) Likeness, manner 
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With a more riotous appetite. 
Down from the waist they are centaurs, 
Though women all above : 
But' to the g:irdle do the gods inherit,^ 
Beneath is all the fiends* ; there^s hell, there's dark- 
ness, 
There is the sulphurous pit« burning, scalding, 
stench, consumption ; — Fie, fie, fie ! pah ; pah ! 
Give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to 
sweeten my imagination there's money for thee. 

Glo. O, lefme kiss tha.. hand ! 

L>ear. Let me wipe it first; it smells of mortalitr. 

Glo. O ruinM piece of nature i This great world 
Shall so wear out to nought — Dost thou know me? 

Lear, 1 remember thine eyes well enough. Dost 
thou squinyS at me ? No, do thy worst, blind Cu- 
pid ; Pll not love. — Read thou this challenge ; mark 
but the penning of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters runs, I could not see one, 

Bldg, I would not take this from report ; — it is, 
And my heart breaks at it 

Lear. Read. 

Glo. Whatv wl'ii Ihe case of eyes ? 

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes 
in your head, nor no money in your purse ^ Your 
eyes are in a heavy ca.oe, your purse in a light : Vet 
you see bow this world goes. 

Glo. I see it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ^ A man may see how this 
world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : 
see how yon' justice rails upon yon' simple thief. 
Hark, in thine ear : Change places ; ana, handy- 
dandy, which is the justice, which is the thief.'— 
Thou bast seen a farmer's dog bark at a Ix^gar } 

Glo. Av, sir. 

Lear. And the creature run from the cur } There 
dKHi might's! behold the great image of authority 
a dog's obeyed in ofike. 

(1) Only. (2) Possess. (3) Look asquint 
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Thoa rascal beadle, hold thj bloody band : 
Why dost thoa lash that whore f Strip Uniw own 

back; 
Thou hotly Iu9t*st to use her in that kind 
For which thou vrhipp*8t her. The usurer hangs the 

cozener. 
Through tatterM clothes small rices do appear ; 
Robes, and furr*d gowns, hide all. Plate sin with 

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks : 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it. 
None does o^d, none, I my, none; PII abl^ *em : 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou doet not — Now, now, now, 

now: 
Pull off my boots : — harder, harder; so. 

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix*d ! 
Reason in madness ! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my 
eyes. 
I know th^ well enough ; thy name is Gloster : 
Thou must be patient; we canw cr3ing hither. 
Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air. 
We wawl, and cry : — I will preach to thee ; mark 
me. 

Glo. Alack, alack the day r 

Lear. When we are bom, we cry, that we are 
come 

To this great stage of fools ; ^This a good block .'* 

It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt : I'll put it in proof; 
And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-law. 
Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendant. 
Gent. O, here he is, lay hand upon him. — Sir, 

(1) Block anciently signified the head-part of a 
hat. 
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Your most dear daughter 

Lear. No rescue ? What, a prisoaer ? I am evep 
The natural fool of fortune. — Use me well ; 
You shall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon, 
1 am cut to the brams. 

Gent. You shall have any thing. 

Lear. No seconds.' All myself? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of salt,l 
To use his ejes for garden water-pots, 
Ay, and for laying autunm^s dust 

GenL Good sir, — 

ZMir. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom: 
What? 
I will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king. 
My masters, know you that f 

Gent. You aie a royal one, and we obey you. 

Ijear. Then there's life in it. Nay, au you get it, 
you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, 8a, sa. 

[Eciif running. Attendants JbUow. 

Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch : 
Past speaking of in a king ! — Thou bast one daugn- 

ter. 
Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have brought her to. 

Edg. iiail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you : What's your will } 

Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward ? 

Gent. Most sure. Mid vulgar : every one hears that, 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour, 

How near's the other amriy f • 

Gent. Near, and on speedy foot; the main de.scrjr 
Stands on the hourly thought.^ 

Edg. I thank you, sir; that's all. 

' Gent. Though that the queen on special cause is 
here, 

(1 ) t. e. A man of tears. 

(2) The main body is expected to be descried 
every hour. 
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Her amiy is iBov*d oo. 

Bdg. I thauk you, sir. [Ex. Gent 

Glo. Vou ever-gentle gods, take my breath froni 
me; 
T^t not my worser spirit' tempt me again 
To die before you please I 

Edg, Well pray you, father. 

Glo. Now, good sir, what are you ? 

Edg. A most poor man, made tame by fortune*! 
blows : 
Who, by the art of known and f<:eling sorrows. 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
V\\ lead you to some biding. 

Oh. Hearty thanks : 

The bounty and the benizoti^ of heaven 
To boot, and boot !3 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaimed prize I most happy I 

That eyeless head of thii»e w^as first framed flesh 
To raise my ibrtunea.— (Thou old unhappy traitor, 
Briefly^ thyself remember : — The sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to it. [Edgar opposes. 

Stew. Wherefore, bold peasant, 

Dar'st thou support a publishM traitor.'* Hence; 
Lest that the intection of his fortune take 
r,ike hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg. Ch'ill not let go, lir, without Tnrther'casion. 

Steio. Let go, slave, or thou diest. 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait,* and let 
p<ior vo!k pass. And ch'ud ha' been zwagger*d out 
of my life, *twouId not ha* been zo lon^ as 'tis by a 
vormight Nay, come -not near the old man ; keep 

(1) Evil genius. (2) Blessing. 

(3) Reward, recompense. 

(4) Quickly recollect the oaence.s of thy liib. 

(5) Go your way. 
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out, che vor'vc, or iae try whether your costar."*.' or 
ray bat3 be the harder : Cb'ill be plain with you. 

Slew. Out, dunghill ! 

Edg. Ch*ill pick your teeth, zir: Come; no 
matter vor your foino.* 

[They Jight : and Ed^ar knocks him down. 

SUw. Slave, thou bast slain me : — Villain, take 
my purse ; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; 
And give the letters, which thou find'st about me, 
To Edmund earl of Gloster; seek him out 

Upon the British party : O, untimely death I 

[Dies, 

Edg. I know thee well : A serviceable villain ; 
As duteous to the vices of thy mistre^. 
As badness would desire. 

Glo. What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit you down, father; rest you.— 
Let*s see his pockets : these letters, that he speaks ot, 
May be my friends. — He's dead ; I am only sorry 
He had no other deathVman. — Let us see : 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not t 
To know our enemies* minds, we'd rip their hearts ; 
Their papers, is more lawful.^ 

[Reads.] Let our reciprocal vows be remem- 
bered. You have many opportunities to cut him 
qff': if your toiU want not, time and place will be 
fruitfully offered. There is nothing done, if he 
return the conqueror: Then am I the prisoner ^ 
and his bed my gaol; from the loathed warmth 
whereof deliver me^ and supply the place for your 
labour. 

Your wife (so I would say^) and yout 
affectionate servant^ 

GONERIL. 

O undistinguish'd space of woman's will ! — 

(1) Head. (2) Club. (3) Thrusts. 
(4) To rip their papers is more lawful. 
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A plot apon her virtuous husbancTs life : 

And the exchange, mj brother! — Here, in the 

sands; 
Thee 1*11 rake up,i the poet unsanctified 
Of marderous lechers : and, in the niatare time, 
With this ungracious paper strike the sight 
Of the death-practisM duke : For him His well, 
That of thy death and business I can tell. 

[Exit Edgar, dragpng out the body. 
Glo. The king is mad : How stiff is my vile sense. 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract : 
So should my thoughts be severed from my grieft ; 
And woes, by wrong ima^naticms, lose 
The knowledge of themselTes. 

Re-enter Edgar. 

Edr. Give roe your hand. 

Far off, methkiks, I hear the beaten drum. 
Gome, &dier, PlI bestow you with a friend. [Exe, 

SCEJiTE VIl.—A <m/mM« French camp. Lear 
on a bed aekep; Physician, GentlemaOt ond 
oiherSf attending : Enter Cordelia and Kent 

Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall I live, and 
work. 
To match thy goodness.^ My life will be too short. 
And every measure fail me. 

Kent. To be acknowledged, madam, is o*er>paid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth ; 
Nor more, nor dipped, bat so. 

Cbr. Be better-suited -3 

These weeds are memories' of those worser hours ; 
I pr^rthee, put them off. 

Kent. Pardon ms, dear madam ; 

Yet to be known, shortens my made intent A 
My boon I make it, that you know me not, 

(1) PlI cover thee (the dead steward) in the sands. 

(2) Dressed. (3) Memorials. (4) Intent formed. 

VOL. Vlll. G 
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Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be it so, my good lord. — How does 
the king ^ [To the Physician. 

PJ.ys. Madam, sleeps still. 

Cor. O you kind gods. 
Cure this great breach in his abused nature ! 
The untun'd and jarring senses O wind up 
Of this child-changed father ! 

Phys, So please your majesty. 

That we may wake the king ? he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be goveraM by your knowledge, and pro- 
ceed 
Pthe sway of your own will. Is he arrav'd I 

Gent. Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of his sleep, 
We put fre^ garments on him. 

Phys. Be by, good madam, when we do awake 
him; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor. Veiy well. 

Phys. Please you, draw near. — Louder the mu- 
sic there. 

Cor. O my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made 1 

Kent. Kind and dear princess ! 

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white 
flakes 
Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face 
To be exposed oj»ainst llie warring winds f 
To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke 
Of quick, cross lightninj? ? to watch (poor perdu V) 
With this thin helm .'2 Mine enemy's dog. 
Though he had bit me, should have stood that night 
Against my fire ; And wast thou fain, poor father. 
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 

(1) French, enfansperdus. 

(2) Thin covering of hair. 
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In short and musty straw? Abck, •tftck ! 
•Tis wonder, that thy life and wifs at once 
Had not concluded all. — He wakes* ; speak to him. 

Phys. Madam, do you ; 'tis fittest 

Cor. How does my royal lord .* How fares youi 
majesty ^ ^ 

Lear. You do me wrong, to take me out o*the 
grave : — 
Thou art a soul in bliss; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like moUeu lead. 

Cor, Sir, do you know me.^ 

Lear. You are a spirit, I know ; When did'you 
die.** 

Cor. Still, still, far wide ! 

Phys. He's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile. 

Lear. Where have I been ^ — Where am I .* — Fair 
day-light ^ — 
I am mightily abus'd. — I should even die with pity. 
To see another thus. — I know not what to say. — 
I will not swear, these are my hands : — let's see ; 
I feel this pin prick. 'Would I were assur'd 
Of my condition. 

Cor, O, look upon roe, sir. 

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me : 
No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear. Pray, do not mock me : 

I am a veiy foolish fond old man. 
Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly, 
I fear, I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks, I should know you, and know this man * 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainlr ignorant 
What place this is ; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night : Do not laugh at me; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet i Yes, 'faith. I pray 
weep not : 
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If joa have poison for me, I will drink it 
I know, yon do not love me ; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 
You have some cause, they have not 

Cor, No cause, no causa 

Lear. Am I in France ? ^ 

KaU. .In your own kingdom, sir. 

JLear, Do not abuse me. 

Phys. Be comforted, good madam: the great 
rage, 
You see, is cur*d in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even^ o*er the time he has lost. 
Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more. 
Till further settling. 

Cor. WilPt please your highness walk } 

Ltar. You must bear with me : 

Pray now, foiget and forgive : I am old, and foolish. 
[Exeunt Lear, Cordelia, Physician, and 
AiimdtMU. 

Crmt, Holds it true, sir. 
That the duke of Cornwall was so slain f 

Kent. 'Most certain, sir. 

Gent Who is conductor of his people ? 

Kent As 'tis said, 

The bastard son of Gloster. 

Gent. They sa^, Edgar, 

His banish'd aon> is with the earl of Kent 
In Germany. 

Kent. Report is changeable. 

Tis time to look about ; the powers? o'the kingdom 
Approach apace. 

Gent. The arbitrement^ is like to be a bloody. 
Fare you well, sir. [Exit. 

KaU. My point and period will be throughly 
wrought, 
Or well, or ill, as this day^s battle's fought [Exit. 

(1) To reconcile it to his apprehension. 

(2) Forces. (3) Decision. 
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ACT V. 

SCEl^'E I.—The camp of (he Briii^ Jhrees, 
near Dover. Enter, with drome and colours, 
ikbnukid, Regan, Officers, Soldiers, and others. 

Edm, Know of the dake, if his last purpoee hold ; 
Or, whether since he is advi8*d by auriit 
To cha^ie the coarse : He^s full of alteratioa. 
And aelf-repnmng : — bring his constant pleasure.! 
[To an officer, toko goes out. 

Rer. Our sister*s man is certainly miscarried. 

Earn. *Ti8 to be doubted, madam. 

Reg. Now, sweet lord. 

You know the goodness I intend upon you : 
Tell me, — but truly,— but then speak the truth. 
Do you not love my sister ? 

Edm. In honour'd love. 

Reg. Bat have vou never found my brother's way 
To the forefended^ place ? 

Edm. That thought abuses* you. 

Reg. I am doubtful that you have been conjunct 
And bosom'd with her, as tar as we call hers. 

Edm. No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. 1 never shall endure her : Dear my lord, 
Be not ^miliar with her. 

Edm. Fear me not : 
She, and the duke her husband, 

Enter Albany, Goneril, and S(ddkrs. 

Gon. I had rather lose the battle, than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. [Aside. 

Alb. Our veiy loving sister, well be met. — 
Sir, this I hear,— The king is come to his daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our state 
Forc*d to cry out Where I could not be honest 



(1) His settled resolution. 
(3) Imposes on you. 



(2) Forbidden. 
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I never yet was valiant : for this business, 
It touches us as Erance invades our land, 
Not boldsi the king ; with otliers, whom, I fear, 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose.^ 

Edm. Sir, you speak nobly. 

Reg. Why is this reasoned 

Gon. Combine together 'gainst the enemy : 
For these domestic and particular broils 
Are not to question here. 

Alb. Let us then determine 

With the ancient of war on our proceedings. 

Edm. I shall attend you presently at your tent 

Reg. Sister, youMl go with us ? 

Gon. No. 

Reg. 'Tismost convenient; pray you, go with us 

Gon. O, ho, I know the riddle : [./2«ufe.J I will ga 

As they are going outf enter Edgar, disguised. 

Edg. If e^er your grace had speech with man 
so poor, 
Hear me one word. 

Alh. IMl overtake you. — Speak. 

[Exeunt Edmund, Regan, Goneril, Officers^ 
Soldiers^ and Attendants. 

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I seem, 
I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there : If you miscarry, 
Vour business of the world hath so an end, 
And machination ceases.' Fortune love you ! 

Alb. Stay till I have read the letter. 

Edg. I was forbid it. 



When time shall serve, let but the herald ci 
And V\\ appear again. 



Ti 



Exit 



(1) I. «. Emboldens him. (2) Opposition. 
(3) i. e. All designs against your lire will have 
&I1 end. 
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Alb. Why, fare thee well ; I will overlook thj 
paper. 

Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm. Tlie enemy's in view, draw upyour powers. 
Here b the guess of their true strength ana forces 
By diligent discovery ;^but your h^te 
Is now urgM on you. 

Alb. We will greet tlje time.l [Exit. 

Edm. To both these sisters have I sworn my love ; 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of the adder. Which of them shall T take ? 
Both ? one ? or neither ? Neither can be enjoyed, 
If both remain alive : To take the widow, 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril ; 
And hardly shall I carry out my side,3 
Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll use 
His countenance for the battle ; which being donr, 
I.et her, who would be rid of him, devise 
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, — 
The battle done, and they within our power, 
Shall never see his pardon : for my stnfe 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate [Exit. 

SCEJ^E II— A feld bettoeen the two camps. 
Alarum within. Enter^ with drum and co/ci/r.*, 
Lear, Cotdelia, and their forces ; and exeunt. 
Enter Edgar and Gloster. 

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host ; pray that the right may thrive : 
If ever I return to you again, 
I'll bring you cbmibrt 

GU). Grace go with you, sir ! 

[Exit Edgar. 
Alarums; aftenoards a retreat. Re-enter Edgar. 

Edg. AwBYf old man, give me thy hand, away ; 

(1) Be readr to meet the occasion. 

(2) t. e. Make my party good. 
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King Lear hath lost, be and his daughter ta^en : 
Give me thy hand, come on. 

Glo. No further, sir ; a man may rot even here. 
Edg. What, in ill thoughts again ? Men must 
endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither : 
Ripeness is all :^ Come on. 
Gh, And that^s true too. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E ni. — The British camp near Dover. 
Enter, in conqvest, with drum and colours^ Ed- 
mund ; Lear and Cordelia, as prisoners f Offi' 
cers, Soldiers, SfC. 

Edm. Some officers take them away : good guard ; 
Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure^ them. 

Cdr. We are not the first, 

Who, witii best meaning, have incurred the worst 
For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down ; 
Myself could else out-frown false fortune's frown. — 
Shall we not see these daughters, and these sisters f 

Zjear. No, no, no, no! Gome, let's away to 
prison: 
We two alone will sing like birds i'the cage : 
When thou dost ask me blessing, Pll kneel down, 
And ask of thee forgiveness : So we'll Uve, 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Ta& of court news; and we'll talk with them too, — 
Who loses, and who wins ; who's in, who's out ; — 
And take upon us the mystery of things. 
As if we were God's spies : And we'll wear out, 
f n a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great ones. 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 

(1) t. e. To be ready prepared, is alU 

(2) Pass judgment on them. 
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Thegodadiemsehresdiroiviacenfle. Havelcaufj^ 

thee? 
He, that parts us, shall bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us heiice, like ibxes. Wipe thine eyes ; 
The goujeers^ shall devour them, flesh and feU,3 
Ere they shall make us weep : weMl see them starve 

first. 
Come. [Exe, Lear and Cor. guarded, 

JSdm. Come hither, captain ; hark. 
Take ^lou this note; [Owing a paper.] go, ibilofv 

them to prison : 
One step I have advanc'd thee ; if Akxi dost 
As this instructs thee, tboa dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : Know thou this, — that men 
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded 
Does not become a sword : — Thy great emplovment 
Will not bear onestion ;* cither lay, thouMt do*t. 
Or thrive by otner means. ^ 

I'll do't, my lord. 
;. About it; and write happy, when thou hast 

done. 

Mark,— I say, instantly ; and carry it so, 
As I have set it down. 

Offi. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats ; 
If it be mtti*8 work, I will do it [ Exit Officer. 

Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan, Offi- 
cers, and Attendants. 

Alb. Sir, you have shovm to-day your valiant 
strain. 
And fortune led you well : You have the captives 
Who were the opposttes of this day's strife : 
We do reouhre them of you ; so to use them. 
As we Asm find their merits and our safety 
May equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 

To send the old and miserable king 



(1) The French disease. 
(3) Admit of debate. 



(2) Skin. 
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To some retention, and appointed guard ; 
Whose age has charms in it, whose title more. 
To pluck the common bosom on his side. 
And turn our impressM lances in our eyes 
Which do command them. With him 1 sent the 

queen; 
My reason all the same ; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this time. 
We sweat, and bleed: the friend hath lost his 

friend ; 
And the best quarrels, in the heat, are cursM 
By those that feel their sharpness : — 
The question of Cordelia, and her father, 
Reouires a fitter place.l 

Alb. ^ Sir, by your patience, 

I bold you but a subject of this war. 
Not as a brother. *• 

Reff. That's as we list to grace him. 

Methinks, our pleasure might have been demanded. 
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers ; 
Bore the commission of my place and person ; 
The which immediacy^ may well stand up, 
And call itself your brother. 

Gon. Not so hot: 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself 
More than in your advancement 

Reg. In my rights, 

By me invested, he compeers the best. 

Gon. That were the most, if be should husband 
you. 

Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gon. Holloa, holloa ! 

That eye, that told you so, look'd but a-squint.' 

Reg. Lady, I am not well ; else I should answer 

(1) To be discoursed of in greater privacy. 

(2) Authority to act on his own judgment. 

(3) Alluding to the proverb : * Love being jeal- 
ous makes a good eye look <i-tqitint.* 



,y Google 



Scene III KING LEAR 107 

From a full-flowing stomach. — General, 
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony ; 
Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine : 
Witness the tvorld, that 1 create thee here 
My lord and master. 

G<m, Mean yoa to enjoy him ? 

Alb. The let-alone* lies not in your good will. 

Ecbn. Nor in thine, lord. 

Jilb. Half-blooded fellow, yea. 

Reg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title 
thine. [To Edmund. 

Alb. Stay yet ; hear reason : — Edmund, I arrest 
thee 
On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest, 
This gilded serpent : [ Pointing to Gon. ] — For your 

claim, fair sister, 
I bar it in the interest of my wife ; 
•Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord. 
And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 
If you will marry, inake your love to me. 
My lady is bespoke. 

Gon. An interlude ! 

Alb. TfaoQ art arm*d, Gloster :— Let the trumpet 
sound: 
If none appear to prove upon thy person, 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons. 
There is my pledge ; [ Throwing doton a glove.] V\\ 

prove it on thy htart. 
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here procIaimM thee. 

Eeg. Sick, O, sick ! 

Gon. If not, I'll ne'er trust poison. [Aside. 
h Edm. There^s my exchange : [Throvnng down 
a glome^ what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-like he lies: 
Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach, 
On him, on you, (who not i*) 1 will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 

(1) The hindrance. 
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^/6. A herald, ho! 

Kdm. A herald, ho, a herald ! 

Alh, Trast to thy single virtue ;> for thy soldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

lU^, This sickness grows upon me. 

'Enter a Herald. 

A^. She b not well ; convey her to my tent 
[Exil R^^an, kd. 
Come hidier, herald, — ^Let the trumpet sound, — 
And read out this. 

OffL Sound, trumpet. [A irttnqtet sounds, 

HenAd reads. 
If any man qf qwdiiy^ or iegrte^ mOiin the 
lists of the armVf toill tnaintain upon Edm&nd, 
supposed earl <f Gloster, that he is a manifold 
traitor, let him appear at the third sMnd €^ the 
trumpet : He is hold in his defence. 

Edm. Sound. [1 Trumpet. 

Her. Again. [2 Trwhpet. 

Her. Again. [3 Trumpet. 

[Trtmpei answers vnthin. 

Enter Edgar, armedy preceded by « tnm^^. 

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why h« appears 
Upon this call o^the trumpet 

Her. What are you ? 

Your name, your quah^ ? and why you answer 
This present summons f 

Eag. Know, my name is lost; 

By treason's tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit : 
Yet am I noble, as the adversary 
I come to cope withal. 

Alb, Which is that ad^ersaiy ? 

Edg, What's he, that speaks for Edmund earl 
of Gloster.^ 

(1) t. e. Valour. 
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Edm. HiiDBelf ;— What say'st tbon to him? 

Edg. Draw % 8W0cd{ 

That, if my speech ofiend a noble heart 
Thy arm may do thee justice : here it mine. 
Behold, it is the priyil^pe of mine honours. 
My oath, and my profi^ion : I protest, — 
Maugprei thy strength, youth, place, and emioeiice, 
Despite thy victor sword, and fire-new fortune, 
Thy valour, and thy heart, — Thou art a traitor : 
False to thy gods, my lm>tber, and thy fether ; 
Coiispirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince ; 
And, from the extremest upward of thy head. 
To the descent and dust beneath thy feet, 
A most toad'Spotted traitor. Say thou, ^o^ 
This sword, tliis arm, and my best spirits, are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak. 
Thou liest 

Edm. In wisdom, I should ask thy name;' 
But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike. 
And that thy tongue some 'say'of breeding breathes. 
What safe and nicely I mi^ht well delay 
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn : 
Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ; 
Wi& the hell-hated lie overwhelm tb^ heart; 
Which (for they yet^ance by, and scarcely bruise,) 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way, 
Where they shall rest for ever. — Trumpets, speak. 
[Alarums. They Jight. Edmund /o/^. 

Alb. O save him, save him ! 

Crcn. This is mere practice,^ Gloster : 

By the law of arms, thou wast not bound to answer 
Aa unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquished. 
Bat CQien*d and beguiPd. 

AVb. Shut your month, dame. 

Or with this paper shall I stop it: — Hold, sir : — 

(1) Notwithstanding. 

(2) Because if his adversary was not of equal 
rank, Eklmund might have declined the combat. 

(3) Sample. (4) Stratagem. 
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Thou worse than any nanie, read thine own evil :— 
No tearing, lady ; 1 perceive, you know it. 

[Gives the letter to Edmund. 

Gon. Say, if I do ; the laws are mine not thine : 
Who shall arraign me for*t ? 

^/6. ♦ Most monstrous ! 

Know'st thou this paper ? 

Gon. Ask me not what I know. 

[Exit Goneril. 

Alb. Go after her : she's desperate ; govern her. 
[2*0 an Officer J who goes out. 

Edm, What you have charg'd me with, that 
have I done ; 
And more, much more : the time will bring it out ; 
'Tis past, and so am I : But what art thou. 
That hast this fortune on me ? If thou art noble, 
I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let's exchange charity. 

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund ; 
If more, the more thou hast wrongM me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy father's son. 
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us : 
The dark and vicious place where thee he got, 
Cost him his eyes. 

Edm. Thou hast spoken right, 'tis true ; 

The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

Alb. Methought, thy very gait did prophc.«iy 
A royal nobleness : — I must embrace tnee ; 
Let sorrow split mv heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! 

Edg. Worthy prince, 

I know it well. 

Alb. Where have you hid yourself? 

How have you known the miseries of your father? 

Edg. By nursing them, my lord. — iisti a brief 
tale ; — 
And, when 'lis told, O, that my heart would burst!- 

(1) Hear. 
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The bloody proclamation to escape. 
That foUowM me so near, (O our lives* 8we<^tne«8 . 
That with the pain of death we*d hourly die, 
Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift 
Into a madman*s rap; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain*d : and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 
Their precious stones new lost ; became his p-ui'lc, 
Led him, begged for him, sav'd him from despair * 
Never (O fault !) reveaPd myself unto him, 
Until some half-hour past, when I was armM, 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 
I ask*d his blessing, and from fir^t to last 
Told him my pilgrimage : But his flawed heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 
'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief. 
Burst smilingly. 

Edm. This speech of yours hath mov'd me 
And shall, perchance, do good : but speak you on. 
You look as you had something more to say. 

Alb- If there be nK)re, more woful, hold it in ; 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, 
Hearing of this. 

Bldg. This would have seemM a period 

To such as love not sorrow ; but another. 
To amplify too much, would make much more. 
And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clanuxir, came there a man, 
Who having seen me in my worst estate. 
Shunned my abhorr'd society ; but then, 6nding 
Who 'twas that so endur'd, with his strong arms 
He fasten*d on my neck, and bellowM out 
As he'd burst heaven ; threw him on my father ; 
Told the most pif^ous tale of Lear and him. 
That ever ear receiv'd : which in recounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack : Twice then the trumpet sounded. 
And there I left him tranc'd. 

Alb, But who was this ? 
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Edg. Kent, sir, the banish'd Kent ; who in dis- 
e;pise 
Follow'd his enemj king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave. 

Enter a Gentleman hastily ^ toith a bloody kntft, 

Gent, Help! help! Obelp! 

Edg;. What kind of help ? 

Alb. Speak, man. 

Edg. What means that bloody knife? 

Crent. *Ti8 hot, it smokes ; 

It came even from tiie heart of— 

Alb. Who, ipan ? speak. 

Crent. Your lady, sir, jour lady : and her sister 
By her is poiscmM ; she confesses it 

Edm. I was contracted to them both ; all three 
Now many in an instant 

Alb. Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead ! 
This judgment of the heavens, that makes m 

tremble. 
Touches us not with pity. [Exit Gentleman. 

Enter Kent 

£c^. Here comes Kent, sir. 

Alb. O! it is he. 
The time will not allow the comj^iment. 
Which very nmnners urges. 

Kent. 1 am come 

To bid my king and master aye^ good night ; 
Is he not herer 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot ! — 

Speak, Edmund, whereas the king? and wbe¥e*s 

Ck)rdelia?— 
See'st tliou this object, Kent ? •^. 

[The bodies qf Gon. and Reg. Ere brought tn. 

Kent. Alack, why thus? 

Edm. Yet Edmund was belovM 

The one the other poiscmM for my sake, 

(1) For ever. 
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And after slew herself. 

Jilb. Even so. — Cover their faces. 

Edn. I pant for life : — Some ^ood I mean to do, 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly t^end, — 
Be brief in it» — to the ca^tle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia : 
Nay, send in lime. 

Alb. Run, run, O, run — 

Edff. To who, my lord?— Who has the office ? 
send 
Thy token of reprieve. 

jEdm. Well thought on ; take ray sword. 
Give it the captain. 

Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. [Exit Edgar. 

Edm. He hath commission from thy wife aod me 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upKNi her own despair* 
That she fordid > herself. 

Alb. The gods defend her ! Bear him henc* 
a while. [Edmund is borne off. 

Enter Lear,tm7A Cordelia dead in his arms ; Ed- 
gar, Officer, and others. 

Lear, Howl, bowl, howl, bowl! — O, you are 

men of stones ; 
Had I your tongues and eyes, Pd use them so 
That heaven^s vault should crack : — O, she is gone 

for ever ! — 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She*s dead as earth : — Lend me a looking-glass; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone. 
Why, then she lives. 

Kent. Is this the promisM end ?2 

Edg. Or image of that horror? 

Alb. Fall, and cease !' 

(1) Destroyed herself. 

(2) The end of the world, or the horrible cir- 
cumstances preceding it. 

(3) t. «. Die; Albany speaks (o Lear. 
VOL. VIII. H 
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Lear. This feather stirs; she lives i if it be so, 
It is a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent O my good master ! 

[Kneeling. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, away. 

Edff. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear, A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all ! 
I mi^t have sav'd her ; now she's gone for ever ! — 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 
What is't thou say*st ? — Her voice was ever soft, 
Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman : — 
I kiird the slave that was a hanging thee. 

(W, 'Tis true, my lords, he did. 

Lear. Did T not, fellow f 

I have seen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now, 
And these same crosses spoil me. — Who are you f 
Mine eyes are none o*the best :— PlI tell yon straight. 

Kent If fortune brag of two she lov'd and hated. 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight : Are you not Kent f 

Kent. The same; 

Ycur servant Kent : Where is your servant Caius f 

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
He'll strike, and quickly too: — He's dead and 
rotten. 

Kent No, my good lord ; I am the veiy man ; — 

Lear. I'll see that straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of diflerence and 
decay, 
Have foUow'd your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else; all's cheerless, dark, 
and deadly. — 
Your eldest daughters have fore-doom'd themselves, 
And desperately are dead. 

Lear. Ay, so I think. 

Alb. He knows not what he says ; and vain it if 
That we present us to him. 
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Edg. Very bootless.! 

Enter an OflScer. 



Off*. Edmund is dead, my lord. 



That's but a trifle here.— 
You lords, and noble friends, know our intent 
What comfort to this great decays may come, 
Shall be applied : For us, we will resign. 
During the life of this old majesty, 
To him our absolute power : — You, to your rights ; 
[To Edgar on^ Kent. 
With boot,' and such addition'* as your honours 
Have more than merited. — All friends shall taste 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deservings. — O, see, see! 

Ijcar, And my poor fool^ is hangM .' No, no, no 
life : 
Why should a d<^, a horse, a rat, have life, 
Andi thou no breath at all f O, thou wilt come no 

more, 
Never, never, never, nevei*, never ! 
Pray y^u, undo this button : Thank you, sir. — 
Do you see this? Look on her, — look, — her lips, — 
Look there, look there ! — [He dies. 

Edg. He faints ! — My lord, my lord, — 

Kent. Break, heart ; 1 pr*ythee, break ! 

Edg. Look up, my lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghost : — O, let him pass l^ he 
hates him. 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. O, he is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endurM so long : 
He but usurpM his life. 

(1) Useless. (2) u e. Lear. (3) Benefit. 

(4) Titles. 

(5) PiX)r fool in the time of Shakspeare, was 
an expression of endearment. 

(6) Die. 
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Alb. Bear ihem fi-om hence. — Our present busi- 
ness 
Is general wo. Friends of my soul, you twain 

[ To Kent and Edgar. 
Rule in this realm, and the gor'd state sustain. 

Kent. 1 have a journey, sir, shortly to go; 
My master calls, and I must not say, no. 

Alb. The weight of this sad time we must obey ; 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say. 
The oldest hath borne most : we, that are young, 
Shall never see bo much, nor live so long. 

[Exeunt^ with a dtad march. 



The tragedy of Lear is deservedly celebrated 
among the dramas of Shakspeare. There is perhaps 
no play which keeps the attention so strongly fixed ; 
which so much agitates our passions, and interests 
our curiosity. The artful involutions of distinct in- 
terests, the striking oppositions of contrar/ charac- 
ters, the sudden changes of fortune, and the quick 
•succession of events, nil the mind with a perpetual 
tumult of indignation, pity, and hope. There is no 
scene which does not contribute to the aggravation 
of the distress or conduct to the action, and scarce 
a line which does not conduce to the prepress of the 
scene. So powerful is the current of the poet's 
imagination, that the mind, which once ventures 
within it, is hurried irresistibly along. 

On the seeming improbability of Lcar*s conduct, 
it may be observed, that he is represented accord- 
ing to histories at that time vulgarly received as 
true. And, perhap, if we turn our thoughts upon 
the barbarity and ignorance of the age to which 
this story is referred, it will appear not so unlikely 
as while we estimate Lear's manners by our own. 
Such preference of one daughter to another, or rc- 
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Agnation of dominion on such c(M:ditions, would 
be yet credible, if tc^d of a petty prince of Guinea 
oivjrlada^scar. Shakspcare, indeed, by the men- 
tion of his earls and dukes, has eiren us the idea 
of times more civilized, and of life regulated by 
softer manners ; and the truth is, that thougrh he so 
nicely discriminates, and so minutely describes the 
characters of men, he commonly neglects and con- 
founds the characters of ao;es, by mingling customs 
ancient and modem, English and foreign. 

My learned friend Mr. Warton,* who has in The 
Adventurer very minutely criticised this play, re- 
marks, that the instances of cruelty are too savage 
and shocking, and that the intervention of Edmund 
destroys the simplicity of the story. These objec- 
tions may, I think, be answered by repeating, that 
the cruelty of the daughters is an historical fact, to 
which the poet has added little, having only drawn 
it into a series by dialogue and action. But I am 
not able to apoU^ize with equal plausibility for the 
extrusion of Gloster's eyes, which seems an act too 
horrid to be endured in dramatic exhibition, and 
such as must always compel the mind to relieve its 
distress by incredulity. Yet let it be remembered 
that our author well knew what would please the 
audience for which he wrote. 

The injury done by Edmund to the simplicity of 
the action is abundantly recompensed by the addi- 
tion of variety, by the art with which he is made to 
co-operate with the chief design, and the opportu- 
nity which he gives the poet erf" combining perfidy 
with j)erfidy, and connecting the wicked son with 
the wicked daughters, to impress this important 
moral, that villany is never at a stop, that crimes 
lead to crimes, and at last terminate in ruin. 

But though this moral be incidentally enforced, 
Shakspcare has suffered the virtue of Cordelia to 
perish in a just cause, contrary to the natural ideas 

(1) Dr. Joseph Warton. 



,y Google 



11» 



KING LEAR 



c^ justice, to the h(^ of the reader, and what ii 
yet more strange, to the faith of chronicles. Yet 
this condact is justified by T%e Spectator^ vi^o 
blames Tate for ^ving Cordelia success and happi- 
ness in his alteration, and declares, that in his opin- 
ion, the tragedy has lost half its beauty. Den-, 
nis has remained, whether justly or not, that, to 
secure the favourable reception of OatOy the toton 
was poisoned with much false and abominable 
, criticism^ and that endeavours had been used to 
discredit and deciy poetical justice. A play in 
which the wicked prosper, and the virtuous mis- 
carry, may doubtless be good, because it is a iust 
representation of the comm(m events of human life : 
but since all reasonable beings naturally love jus- 
tice, I cannot easily be persuaded, that the obser- 
vation of justice, makes a play worse ; or that, if 
other excellencies are equal, the audience will not 
always rise better pleased from the final triumph 
of persecuted virtue. 

in the present case thepublic has decided. Cor- 
delia, from the time of Tate, has always retired 
with victory and felicity. And, if my sensations 
could add any thing to the general suffrage, I might 
relate, I was many years ago so shocked by Cor- 
delia's death, that 1 know not whether I ever eiv* 
dured to read again the last scenes of the play, till 
I undertook to revise thexn as an editor. 

There is another cootroversy among the critics 
concerning this play. It is disputed whether the 
predominant image in Lear's disordered mind be the 
loss of his kingdom or the cruelty of his daughters. 
Mr. Murphy, a very judicious critic, has evinced 
by induction of particular passages, that the cruel- 
ty of his daughters is the primary source of his dis- 
tress, and that the loss of royalty affects him only 
as a secondary and subordinate evil. He ob- 
serves, with great justness, that Lear would move 
our compassion but little, did we not rather con- 
sider the injured fiither thaa the degraded king. 
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The story of this plav, except the episode of Ed- 
mund, which is derivea, I think, from Sidney, is 
taken originally from Geoffry of Monmouth, whom 
Holinshed generally copied; but perhaps immedi- 
ately from an old historical ballad. My reason for 
believing that the play was posterior to the ballad, 
rather than the ballad to the play, is, that the bal- 
lad h^ nothing of Shakspeare^s nocturnal tempest, 
which is too striking to have been omitted, and 
that it follows the chronicle ; it has the rudiments 
of the play, but none of its amplifications : it first 
hinted Lear*s madness, but did not array it in cir- 
cumstances. The writer of the ballad added 
something to the history, which is a proof that he 
would have added more, if more had occurfcd to 
his mind ; and more must have occurred if he had 
seen Shakspeai^ 

JOHNSON. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Escalus, prince of Verona. 

Paris, a young nobleman^ kinsman to Uie prince. 

Montague, > heads ofUoo houses^ at variance with 

Capulet, 5 ^^^ other. 

An Old Man, uncle to Capulet. 

Romeo, son to Montague. 

Mercutio, kinsman to the prince, and friend to 

Romeo, 
Benvolio, nephew to Montague, and friend to 

Romeo. 
Tybalt, nephew to Lady Capulet. 
Friar Lawrence, a Franciscan. 
Friar John, of the same order. 
Balthazar, servant to Romeo. 

Abram, servant to Montague. 
An Apothecary. 
Three Musicians. 
Chorus. Boy. 
Page to Paris. 
Peter. An Officer. 

Lady Montague, wife to Montague. 
Lady Capulet, wife to CapuUt. 
Juliet, daughter to Capulet. 
JVurse to Juliet 

Citizens of Verona; several Men and Women, 
relations to both houses; Maskers, Guards, 
Watchmen, and Attendants. 

Scene, during the greater pari of the play, in V(^ 
rona: once, in ihejifih act, at Mantua, 
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PROLOGUE. 

Two households, both alike in dignity, 

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene, 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny. 

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
Frwn forth the fatal loins of these two foes 

A pair of star-crossM lovers take their life ; 
Whose misadventurM piteous overthrows 

Do, with their death, bury their parents* strife. 
The fearful passage of their death-mark*d love, 

And the continuance of their parents' rage, 
Which, but their children's end, nought could re< 
move, , 

Is now the two hours' traffic of our stage ; 
The which if you with patient ears attend. 
What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend. 
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SCEJSTE L—A public place. Enter Sampson 
and Gregory, armed with swords and bucklers. 

Sampson. 

IjrREGORY, o'my word, weMI not carry coals.1 

Gre. No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam. I mean, an we be in cholcr, we'll draw. 

Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of 
the collar. 

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved. 

Chre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike. 

Soot, a dog of the house of iVlonts^e nK)ves mc. 

Gre. To move, is— to stir; and to be valiant, is — 
to stand to it : therefore, if thou art moved, ihou 
runn'st away. • 

Sam. A 'dog of that house shall move me to 
stand : I will take the wall of any man or maid of 
Montague's. 

Gre. That shows thee a weak slave ; for the 
weakest ^oes to the wall. 

Sam. True; and therefore women, being the 

weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall : 

therefore I will push Montague's men from the 
wall, and thrust his maids to the wall. 

Gre. The quarrel is between our masters, and us 
their men. 

(1) A phrase formerly in use to signify (he bear* 
ing injuries. 
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Sam. Tis all one, I will shove mjself a tyrant : 
when I have fought with the men, I will be cruel 
with the maids ; I will cut off their heads. 

Gre, The heads of the maids ? 

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maid- 
enheads ; take it in what sense thou wilt 

Gre. They must take it in sense, that feel it. 

Sam. Me they shall feel, while I am able to 
stand : and, His known, I am a pretty piece of flei«h. 

Gre. 'Tis well, thou art not fish ; if thou hadst, 
thou hadst been poor John.i Draw thy tool ; here 
comes two of the house of the Montagues.^ 

Enter Abram and Balthazar. - 

Sam. My naked weapon is out ; quarrel, I will 
back thee. 

Gre, How? turn thy back, and run? 

Sam. Fear me not. 

Gre. No, marry : I fear thee ! 

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides ; let them 
begin. 

Ore. I will frown, as I pass by ; and let them 
take it as they list. 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb 
at them ; which is a disgrace to them, if they 
bear it. 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir. 

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 

Sam. Is the law on our side, if I say— ay ? 

Gre. No. 

Sam. No, sir, 1 do not bite my thumb at you, 
sir ; but I fa«te my thumb, sir. 

Crre. Do you quarrel, sir? 

Abr. Quarrel, sir ? no, sir. 

Sam. If you do, sir, I am for you ; I serve as 
good a man as you. 

(1) Poor John is hake, dried and salted. 

(2) The disregard of concord is in character. 
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Abr, No better. 
Sam, Well,nr. 

Enter BenvoHo, at a distance. 

Gre. Say — ^better ; here comes one of my mas- 
ter's kinsmen. 

Sam. Yes, better, sir. 

Abr. You lie. 

Sam. Draw, if vou be men. — Gregory, remem- 
ber thy swashing blow. [Theyjight. 

Ben. Part, fools ; put up your swonin ; you know 
Dot what you do. [Beats dovon their swords. 

Enter Tybalt 

Tyh. What, art thou drawn among these hear^ 
less binds f 
Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 

Ben. 1 do but keep the peace ; put up (hy s.vord, 
Or manage it to part these men with me. 

Tyb. What, drawn and talk of peace ? I hate 
the word. 
As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee : 
Have at thee, coward. [Theyjight. 

Enter several Partizans of loth fiouseSj who Join 
the fray ; then enter Citizens, \oith clubs. 

1 Cit. Clubs,! bills, and partizans ! strike ! beat 
them down ! 
Down with the Capulets ! down with the Monta- 
gues ! 

Enter Capulet, in his gown ; and Lady Capulet. 

Cap. What noif^e is this!' — Give me my long 

sword, ho ! 
La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch ! Why call you for 

a sword ? 
Cap. My sword, I say .'—Old Montague is come, 

(1) Clubs ! was the iiiaiial exclamation at an af- 
fray in the streets, as we now call Watch! 



,y Google 



128 ROMEO AND JULIET. AaL 

And flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Enter Montague and Lady Montague. 

Mon. Thou villain Capulet, — Hold me not, let 

me go. 
La. Mon. Thou sbalt not stir one foot to seek 

a foe. 

Enter Prince, with Attendants. 

Prince. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
P.-of'aners of this neighbour-stained steel. 
Will they not hear? — what ho! you men, you beasts, 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins, 
%n pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mistemper'd' weapons to the ground, 
And hear the sentence of your moved prince. — 
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word, 
By thee, old Capulet and Montague, 
Have thrice disturb'd the quiet oi our streets ; 
And made Verona's ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments, 
To wield old partisans, in hands as old, 
CankerM with peace, to part your canker'd hate : 
If ever you disturb our streets again. 
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time, all the rest depart away : 
You, Capulet, shall go along with me '•, 
And, Montague, come you this afternoon, 
To knovv our further pleasure in this case. 
To old Free-town, our common judgment-place. 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 
[Exe. Frince^ and Attendants ; Capulet, Z^cfy 
Capulet, Tybalt, Citizens, and Servants. 

Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach ? 
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began ? 

Ben. Here were the servants of your adversaiy, 
And yours, close fighting ere I did'approach : 

(I) Angry. 
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f drew to i)art them ; in the instant came 
The fiery I'jbalt, with his sword prepared ; 
Which, as he breathM defiance to my ears. 
He swun^ about his head, and cut the winds. 
Who, ooUiing hurt withal, hissM him in scorn : 
While we were interchanging thrustii and blows. 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

La. Joan. O, where is Konieo .^— saw you him 
to-day ? 
Ri^t glad I am, be was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the won»hipp*d sun 
Peered* forth th€?^lden window of the east, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where, — underneath the grove of sycamore, 
That westward rooteth from the city^s side, — 
So early walking did I see your son : 
Towards him I made ; but he was *ware of me. 
And stole into the covert of the wood : 
I, measuring his affections by my own, — 
That most are busied when they are most alooe, — 
PursuM my humour, not pursuine bis. 
And gladly shunnM who sladly Bed from me. 

Jtfon. Many a morning nath he there been seen, 
With tears augmenting £e fresh morning's dew, 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep nghs : 
But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
5>hould in the furthest east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed, 
Away from light steals home my heavy- son. 
And private in his chamber pens himself; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-light out, 
And makes himself an artificial night : 
Black and portentous must this humour prove. 
Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause ? 

Mon. I neither know it, nor can learn of him. 

Ben. Have you imp6rtun*d him by any means? 

voL.vm. (l)*^""'- 
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J^on. Both by myself, and manv other friends : 
But he, his own affections' counsellor, 
Is to himself— I will not say, how true — 
But to himself so secret and so close, 
So far from sounding and discovery. 
As is the bud bit with an envious worm. 
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air, 
Or dedicate his beauty to the sun. 
Could we "but learn from whence his sorrows grow. 
We would as willingly give cure, as kn^. 

Enter Romeo, at a distance. 
Ben. See, where he comes : So please you, step 
aside ; 
1*11 know his grievance, or be much denied. 

Mon. I would, thou wert so happy by thy stay. 
To hear true shriA. — Come, madam, let's away. 
[Exeunt Montague and Lady. 
Ben. Good morrow, cousin. 
Rom. Is the day so young f 

Ben. But new struck nine. 
Rom. Ah me ! sad hours seem long. 

Was that iry father that went hence so fast ? 
Ben. It was: — What sadness lengthens Ro- 
meo's hours ? 
Rom. Not having that, which having, makef 

them short. 
Ben. In love ? 
Rom. Out— 
Ben. Of love f 

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love. 
Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view, • 
Should be so tyrannous aLcfrou^ in proof! 

Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still. 
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will ! 
Where shall we dine ?— O me ! — What fray was 

here.^ 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate, but more with love :— 
WTiy then, O brawling love ! O loving hate .' 
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O any thiog, of nothing first creatQJ 
O heavy lightoess ! senous vaniiy ! 
Mis-shapen chaos of welt-seeminf forms ! 
Feather of leadfbrii^ht smoke, cold fire, sick health; 
Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is ! — 
This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 
Dost thou not laugh ? 

JBen. No, coi, I rather weep. 

Ron, Good heart, at what ? 

Ben. At thy good hearths oppre>3ion. 

Rom. Why, such is Iove*s transgression. — 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast ; 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine : this love, that thou hast shown. 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a smoke raised with the fume of sighs ; 
Being purg*d, a fire sparkling in lovers* eyes; 
Being yex'd, a sea nourishM with lovers* tears : 
What is it else ? a madness roost discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 
Farewell, my coz. [Going. 

Ben. Soft, I will go along ; 

And if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

J^ofii. Tut, I have lost myself; I am not here ; 
This is not Romeo, he's some other where. 

Ben. Tell roe in sadness,! who she is you love. 

Rom. What, shall I groan, and tell thee ? 

Ben. Groan f why, no ; 

But sadly (ell me, who. 

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will : — 
Ah, word ill urg*d to one that is so ill ! — 
In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim*d so near, when I supposed you lov'd, 

Rom. A right good marksman I— And she's fair 
I love. 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit 

Rom. Well, in that hit, you miss: she'll not be bit 
With Cupid's arrow, she hath Dian's wit ; 

(1) Tn seriousness. 
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And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd, 

From love's weak^childish bow she li\es unharmM. 

She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 

Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold : 

O, she is rich in beauty ; only poor. 

That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 

Ben, Then she hath sworn, that she will still 
live chaste ? 

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge 
waste; 
For beauty, starv'd with her severity, 
Cuts beauty oflf from all posterity. 
She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair. 
To merit bliss by making me despair : 
She hath forsworn to love ; and, in that vow. 
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 

Rom, O, teach me how I should forget to think. 

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes ; 
Examine other b^uties. 

Rom. *Ti3 the way 

To call hers, exquisite, in question more : 
These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' brows. 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ; 
He, Uiat is strucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 
Show me a mistress that is passing fair. 
What doth her beauty serve,' but as a note 
"Where I may read, who pass'd that passing fair.^ 
Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben. I'll pay that doctrine, or else die in debt. 

[Exeunt. 



SCEJfE II- 



-A street. Enter Capulet, Paris, 
and Servant. 



Oxp. And Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think, 

(1) t*. e. Wl)|at end does it answer. 
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For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par. Of hoBourable reckoning! are you both ; 
And pitj 'tis, vou liv*d at odds so long. 
But now, my lord, what say you to my suit ? 

Cap. But saying o'er what I have said before : 
My cnild is yet a stran^r in the world, 
She hath not seen the cnange of fourteen years ; 
Let two more summers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a brioe. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made. 

Cap. And too soon marr'd are those so early made. 
The earth hath swallowM all my hopes but she, 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth : 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart. 
My will to her consent is but a part ; 
An she agree, within her scope of choice 
Lies my consent and fair accoi-ding voice. 
This night I hold an old accustomed feast. 
Whereto I have invited many a guest. 
Such as I love ; and you, among the store. 
One more, most welcome, makes my number more. 
At my poor house, look to behold this night 
Earth-treading stars, that make dark heaven light : 
Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel 
"When well-apparell'd April on the heel 
Of limping winter treads, even such delight 
Among fresh female buds shall you this night 
Inherits at my house ; hear all, all see. 
And like her most, whose merit most shall be : 
Such, amongst view of many, mine, being one, 
May stand in number, though in reckonings none. 
Come, go with me ; — Go, sirrah, trudge about 
Through fair Verona; find those persons out. 
Whose names are written there, [Gives a pa]>er.] 
and to them say, 

(1) Account, estimation. 

(2) To inherit^ in the language of Shakspeare, is 
to possess. ^ 

(3) Estimation. 
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My house and welcome on their pleasures stay. 

[Exeunt Capulet and Paris. 
Serv. Find them out, whose names are written 
here? It is written— that the shoemaker should 
meddle with his yard, and the tailor with his last, 
the fisher with his pencil, and the painter with his 
nets ; but I am sent to find those persons, whose 
names are here writ, and can never find what 
names the writing person hath here writ I must 
to the learned : — In good time. 

Enter Ben vol io and Romea 

Ben. Tut, man ! one fire bums out another's 
burning. 

One pain is lessenM by another's anguish ; 
Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning ; 

One des|)erategriercures with another's languish. 
Take thou some new infection to thy eye, 
And the rank poison of the old will die. 

Rom. Your plantain leaf is excellent for that. 

Ben. For what, I pray thee.^ 

Rom. For your broken shin. 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a mad- 
man is : 
Shut up in prison, kept without my food, 
Whipp'd, and tonnented, and — Good-e'en, good 
fellow. 

Serv. God gi' good e'en. — I pray, sir, can you 
read.^ 

Rom. ky^ mine own fortune in my misery. 

Serv. Perhaps you have leam'd it without book • 
But I pray, can vou read any thing you see ? 

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters, and the language. 

Serv. Ye say honestly ; Rest you merry ! 

Rom. Stay, fellow ; 1 can read. [Reads. 

Signior Marfino, and his wife., and davghiers , 
County Ansclme, and kis beauteous sisters ; The 
lady widow of Vitruvio ; Signior Placentio, o/u/ 
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his Iwely nieces ; Mercutio, and hix Inoiher Val- 
entine : Mine uncle Capiil^t, his wife^ and daugh- 
ters ; Ml/ fair niece Rosaline ; Livia ; Signior 
Valenlio, and kis cousin 'J') ball; Lucio, ami the 
Uoely Helena. 

A fair assembly ; [Gives back the note.^ Whither 
should Ihey conrae .' 

Serv. Up. 

Rom. Whither.? 

Serv. To supper ; to our house. 

Rom. Whose house ? 

Serv. My master's. 

Rom. Indeed, 1 should have asked you that be> 
fore. 

Serv. Now Pll tell vou without asking : My 
master is the great rich Oapulet ; and if you be m»t 
of the house of Montagues, 1 pray, come and cru«!h 
a cup of wine.' Rest you merry. f f,% U. 

Ben. At this same ancient feast of CapuletS 
Sup the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov'st ; 
With all the admired beauties of Verona : 
Go thither ; and, with unattainted eye, 
Compare her face with some that I si all show. 
And I will make thee think thy swan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout religion <»l* mine eye 

Maintains such falsehood, then turn (cars to firfs! 
And these, — who, often drown*d,roiild never die, — 

Transparent heretics, be burnt rbr liars ! 
One fairer than my love ! the all-sfeing sun 
Ne'er saw her match, since fiist (he world begun. 

Ben. Tut ! you saw her fair none else being by, 
Herself pois*d2 with herself in ^-iiher eye : 
But in those crystal scales, let there be weighM 
Your lady's love against some other maid 
That 1 will show you, shining at this feast, 
And slie shall scant' show well, that now shows best. 

(1) We still say in cant language — to crack a 
bottle. 

(2) Weighed. (3) Scarce, hardly. 
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Rom. V\\ go along, no such sight to be shown. 
But to rejoice in splendour of mine own. [Extunt 

SCKNE 111. — A room in Capulei's house. En- 
ier Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

IjCL. Cap. Nurse, where*s my daughter? caliber 

forth to me. 
JVtirje. Now, hy my maiden-head, at twelve 
Tear old, — 
I bade her come.— What, lamb! what, lady- 
bird !— 
God forbid ! — where's this girl ? — what, Juliet ! 

Enter Juliet 

Jul. How now, who calls ? 

JVurH. Your mother. 

JuL Madam, I am here. 

What is your will ? 

La, Cap. This is the matter : — ^Nurse, give leave 
a while. 
We must talk in secret. — Nurse, come back again ; 
I have remembered me, thou shalt hear our counsel. 
Thou know*st, my dat^ter's of a pretty age. 

nNurse. 'Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour. 

La. Cap. She's not fourteen. 

J^rse, I'll lay fourteen of my teeth. 

And yet, to my teen* be it spoken, I have but four,— 
She is not fourteen : How long is it now 
To Lammas-tide ? 

La. Cap. A fortnight, and odd days. 

Jfurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year. 
Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen 
Susan and she, — God rest all Christian souls ! — 
Were of an age. — Well, Susan is with God ; 
She was too good for me : But, as I said. 
On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen : 
That shall she, marry ; I remember it well. 
'Tis since the earthquake now eleven years ; 

(1) To my sorrow. 
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And she was wean'd, — I never shall forget it, — 
Of all the days of the year, upon that day : 
For I had then laid wormwood to my dog, 
Sitting in the sun under the dove-bouse wall, 
My lord and you were then at Mantua ; — 
Nay, I do bear a brain :• — but, as 1 said, 
When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple 
Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool ! 
To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug. 
Shake, quoth the dove- house : Uwas no need, I trow, 
To bid me trudge. 

And since that time it is eleven yean : 
For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood,3 
She could have run and v!^ddled all about 
For even the day before, she broke her brow . 
And then my husband— -God be with his soul * 
'A was a merry man ; — took up the child : 
YeOy quoth he, dosi thou fall upon thy fact 7 
Thou wilt Jail backtoardywfun thou hast mor^unt, 
Wilt thou not, Jule ? and by my holpr-dam,> 
The pretty wretch left ciring, and said — Ay • 
To see now, how a jest snail come about ! 
I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 
I never should forget it; Will thou notf JuU? 

quoth he : 
And, pretty fool, it stinted,^ and said— ^y. 
Im. Cap. Enough of this; I pray thee, hold thy 

peace. 
J^urse. Yes, madam ; Yet I cannot choose but 

laugh, 
To think it should leave ciying, and say — Ay : 
And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockrel*s stone ; 
A parlous knock ; and it cried bitterly. 

(1) t. e. I have a perfect remembrance or recol- 
lection. 

(2) The cross. 

(3) Holy dame, t. «. the blessed Virgin. 

(4) It stopped crying. 
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Teay quoth my husband, JalPst upon thy face? 
Thou wilt Jail backtoard,iohen thou conCst to age^ 
Wilt thou not, Jule ? it stinted, and said — Ay. 

Jul. And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say I. 

JSTurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee tc 
his grace \^ 
Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nursM : 
An I might live to see thee married once, 
I have my wish. 

Im. Cap. Marry, that marry is the very theme 
I came to talk of: — Tell me, aaughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married ! 

Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of. 

JVurse. An honour ! were not I thine only nurse, 
I'd say, thou hadst suck'd wisdom from thy teat 

La. Cap. Well,thinikOf marriage now; younger 
than you, 
Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, 
Aie made already mothers : by my count, . 
I was your mother much upon these years. 
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief;— 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

JVurse. A man, young lady! lady, such a man, 
As all the world — Why, he's a man of wax.2 

La. Cap. Verona's summer hath not such a flower. 

JS'urse. Nay, he's a flower; in faith, ft very flower. 

La. Cap. What say you? can you love the gen- 
tleman ? 
This night you shall behold him at our feast : 
Read o'er ^e volume of young Paris' face. 
And find delight writ there witn beauty's pen , 
Examine every married lineament. 
And see how one another lends content ; 
And what olncur'd in this fair volume lies, 
Find written in the margin of his eyes.' 

(1) Favour. 

(2) Well made, as if he had been modelled in wax. 

(3) The comments on ancient books were al 
ways printed in the margin. 
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This precious book of lovet this unbound lover, 
To beautify him, only lacks a cover : 
The fish lives in the sea ;• and 'tis much pride, 
For fair withojit the fair within to hide : 
That book in nrrany*8 eyes doth share the glory, 
That ill gold clasps locks in the golden story ; 
So shall you share all that he doth possess, 
By having him, making yourself no less. 

JV*Mr5e. No less ? nay, bigger ; women grow by 
men. 

La, Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris* 
love i* 

Jul. V\\ look to like, if looking liking move : 
But no more deep will I endart mine eye. 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper served 

up, you called, my youii^ lady asked for, the nun* 

cursed in the pantry, and every thing in extremity. 

I must hence to wait ; 1 beseech you, follow straight 

La. Cap. We follow thee.--Juliet, the county 

stays. 
J^urse. Gro, girl, seek happy nights to happy 
days. [Exeunt. 

SCEU^E IK— A street. Enter Romeo, Mercu- 
tio, Benvolio, tnth Jive or six Maskers^ Torch- 
bearers f and others. 

Rom. What, shall this speech be spcke for out 
excuse ? 
Or shall we on without apolt^ f 

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity -.2 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a scarf. 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath, 

(1) t. e. Ts not yet caught, whose skin was want 
ed to bind him. 

(2) t. e. Long speeches are out of fashion. 
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Scaring the ladies like, a crow-keeper ;l 
Nor iio without-book prologue, faintly spdce 
After the prompter, for our entrance : 
But, let them mea<<ure us by what thej will. 
We'll measure them a measure,2 artd be gone. 

Rom. Give me a torch,^ — I am not for this am- 
bling ; 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. 

J\^r. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you 
dance. 

Rom. Not I, believe me: you have dancing shoes, 
With nimble soles : I have a soul of lead. 
So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a lover; borrow Cupid'^ wings. 
And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft, 
To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound, 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull wo : 
Under love's heavy burden do I sink. 

JSUr. And, to sink in it, should you burden love ; 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is love a tender thing ? it is too rough. 
Too rude, too boist'rous ; and it pricks like thorn. 

Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with 
love; 
Prick love for pricking, and joa beat love down. — 
Give me a case to put my visage in : 

[Putting on a mask. 
A visor for a visor !— what care I, 
What curious eye doth quoted deformities ? 
Here are the beetle-brows, shall blush for me. 

Ben. Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in, 
But eveiy maa betake him to his legs. 

(1) A scare-crow, a figure made up to frighten 
crows. 

(2) A dance. 

(3) A torch-bearer was a constant appendage to 
evenr troop of maskers. 

(4) Observe 
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Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light of heart, 
Tickle the senseless rushes^ with their heels; 
For I am proverbM with a grand»ire phrase, — 
ril be a candle-holder, and look on, — 
The game was ne*er so fair, and I am done 3 

Mer. Tut ! dim^s the mouse, the constable^s own 
word: 
If thoa art dun, weMI draw thee from the mire 
Of this (save reverence) love, wherein thou stick*sl 
Up to the ears. — Come, we bum daj-light, ha 

Rom. Nay, that^s not sa 

Mer» I mean, sir, in delay 

We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. 
Take our good meaning ; for our judgment sits 
Five times in that, ere once in our five wits. 

Rom. And we mean well, in going to this mask , 
But 'tis no wit to go. 

Mer. Why, may one ask > 

Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night 

Mer. And so did I. 

Rom. Well, what was yours? 

Mer. That dreamers oAen lie. 

Rom. In bed, asleep, while they do dream things 
true. 

Mer. O, then, I see, queen Mab hath been with 
you. 
She is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an aldeiman. 
Drawn with a team of little atomies' 
Athwart men's noses as (hoy lie asleep : 
Her waggon-spokes made of long spumers' legs, 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers; 
The traces, of the smallest spider's web ; 

(!) It was anciently the custom to strew rooms 
with rushes. 

(2) This is equivalent to phrases in common 
use — lam dorUi for, it b over with me. 

(3) Atoms 
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The collars, of the moonshiners watir beams : 
f ler whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of film : 
Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat. 
Not half so big as a round little worm 
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid : 
Her chariot is an empty hazle-nut, 
Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub, 
Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers. 
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love 
On courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies straight: 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees 
O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream ; 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues, 
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are. 
Sometime she gallops o*er a courtier's nose. 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit :^ 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail, 
Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep, 
Then dreams he of another benefice : 
Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats. 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades. 
Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear; at which he starts, aAd wakes ; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two, 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 
That plats the manes of horses in the night ; 
And bakes the elf-locks? in foul sluttish hairs, 
Which once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag, wben maids lie on their backs. 
That presses tnem, and learns them first to bear. 
Making them women of good carriage. 
This, tnis is she — 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace ; 

Thou talk'st of nothing. 

(1) A place in court. 

(2) t e. Fairy-locks, locks of hair clotted and 
tangled in the night. 
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Mer. True, I talk of dreiuns; 

Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Be^ of nothing but vain fantasy ; 
Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 
And more inconstant than the wind, who woos 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north, 
And, bein^ anger*d, puffs away from thence, 
Turning his face to the dew-di-opping south. 

Ben. This wind, yon talk of, blows us fitMii our- 
selves ; 
Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

Mom. I fear, too early : for my mind misgi\ej«. 
Some consequence, yet haogir^ in the stars. 
Shall bitterly b^n his fearful date 
With this night's revels ; and expire the term 
Of a despised life, closM in niy breast, 
By some vile forfeit of untimely death 
But He, that hath the steerage of my course. 
Direct my sail ! — On, lusty gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike, drum. [Ereunt. 

SCEJVE v.— A hall in Capulef s house. Mu- 
sicians waiting. Enter Servants. 

1 Sett. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take 
away ^ he shift a trencher ? he scrape a trencher? 

2 Serv. When good manners shall lie all in one 
or two men's bands, and they unwashed too, 'tis a 
foul thing. 

1 Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove the 
court-cupboard,! look to the plate: — good thoii, 
save me a piece of marchpane ;3 and, as tliou 
lovest me, let the porter let in Susan Grindstone, 
and Nell. — Antony ! and Potpan ! 

2 Serv. Ay, boy ; ready. 

1 Serv. You are looked for, and called for, asked 
for, and sought for, in the great chamber. 

(1) A cupboard set in a comer, like a beaufet, on 
which the plate was placed. 

(2) Almond-cake. 
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2Sb*o. We cannot be here and there too. — 
Cheerly, boys; be brisk a while, and the longer 
liFcr take alL \Thty retire behind. 

Enter Capulet, ^c. with the Guests and the 
Mfuskers. 
Cap. Gentlemen, welcome ! ladies, that have their 

toes 
Unplsgu'd with corns, will have a bout with you : — 
Ah ha, my mistresses! which of you all 
Will now deny to dance ? she that makes dainty, she, 
IM! swear, hath corns; Am I come near you now ? 
You are welcome, gentlemen : I have seen the day, 
That I have worn a visor ; and could tell 
A whispering tale in a fair lady*s ear, 
Such as would please ; — *tis gone, *tis gone, ^tis 

gone: 
You are welcome, gentlemen. — Come, musicians, 

play. 
A hall ! a hall Ii give room, and foot it, girls. 

[Music plays f a7id they ilance. 
More light, ye knaves ; and turn the tables up, 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot— 
Ah, sirrah, this unlook*d-for sport comes well. 
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet ; 
For you and I are past our dancing days : 
How l«ng is't now, since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask ? 
2 O'/'. By'r lady, thirty years. 

1 Gip. What, man ! *tis not so much, *tis not so 

much: 
*Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come Tentecost as quickly as it will. 
Some fivc-and-twenty years ; and then we mask'd. 

2 Cap. 'Tis more, *tis more : his son is elder, sir 
His son is thirty. 

1 Cap. Will you tell me that > 

His son was but a ward two years aga 

(1) t. e. Make room. 
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Rom. What Iady*8 that, which doth enrich the 
hand 
Of yonder knight ? 

Serv. I know not, sir. 

Rom. O, ahe doth teach the torches to bum bright! 
Her beauty bangs upon the cheek of night 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop^it ear : 
Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! 
So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows, 
As yonder lady o*er her fellows shows. 
The measure' done, IMI watch her place of stand. 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now ? torstvear it, sight ! 
For I ne*er saw true beauty till this night 

Tyb. This, by his voice, should be a Montague : — 
Fetch me my rapier, boy : — What ! dares tlS; slave 
Come hither, covered with an antic face. 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ? 
Now, by the stock and honour of my km. 
To strike him dead [ hold it not a sin. 

1 Cap. Why, how now, kinsman.** wherefore 
storm you so.^ 

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A villain, that is hither come b spite, 
To scorn at our solemnity this night 

1 Cap. Young Romeo is't ? 

Tj/b. 'Tis be, that villain Romoa 

1 Cap. Content tliee, gentle coz, let him alone. 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him. 
To be a virtuous and well-govem'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all this town. 
Here in my house, do him disparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 
It is my will ; the which if thou i-espect. 
Show a fair presence, and put off these frowns. 
And ill-beseeming semblance for a feast 

Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest ; 

(1) The dance. 

VOL. VIII. K 
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V\\ not endure him. 

1 Cap. He shall be endur'd ; 

What, goodman boy ! — I say, he shall ; — Go to ; — 
Am I the master here, or you ? ^ to. 
YonMI not endure him ! — God shall mend my soul — 
YouMl make a mutiny among my guests ! 
You will set cock-a-hoop ! youMl be the man ! 

Tyb. Why, uncle, *tis a shame. 

1 Cap. Go to, go to, 

You are a saucy boy : — Is't so, indeed ? — 
This trick may chance to scath' you ; — I know what 
You must contrary me ! marry, 'tis time — 
Well said, my hearts: — You are a princox ;2 go : — 
Be quiet, or — More light, more light, for shame ! — 
1*11 make you quiet; What I— Cheerly, my hearts. 

Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful cholcrmect- 

Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting. 
1 will withdraw : but this intrusion shall. 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [Exit. 
Rom, If I profane with my unworthy hand 

[Td Juliet. 
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this, — 
My lips, tvjro blushing pilgrims, ready stand 

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss. 
Jul. Gtxxl pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too 

much, 
Which mannerly devotion shows in this ; 
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss. 
Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too ? 
JuL Ajj pilgrim, lips that they must use in 

prayer. 
Rom. O then, dear saint, let lips do what hands 

do; 
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. 
JuL Saints do not move, though grant for 
prayers' sake. 

(1) Do you an injuiy. (2) A coxcomb. 
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Rom. Then move not, while my prayer*! effect 
I take. 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is parg'd. 

[Kissing her, 

Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have took. 

Rom. Sin from my lips? O trestpass sweetly urg*GU 
Give me my sin again. 

Jul. You kiss by the book. 

J^Turse, Madam, your motiier craves a word 
with you. 

Rom. Wliat is her mother ^ 

JVurse. Mnrry, bachelor, 

Her mother is the lady of the house, 
And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous : 
I nursM her daughter, that you talked withal ; 
I tell you, — he, that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the chinks. 

Rom. Is she a Capulct f 

dear account ! my life, is my foe's debt. 
Ren. Away, Ijc^^one; the sport is at the best 
Rum. Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest. 

1 Clip. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone; 
We have a triflitig foolish banquet' towards. — 
Is it e*en so ? Why, then I thank you all ; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night : — 
More torches here ! — Come on, then let's to bed. 
Ah, sirrah, [To2 Cap.] by my fay ,2 it waxes late; 
I'll to my rest. [Kxeuni all but Juliet and Nurse. 

Jvl. Come hither, nurse : What is yon gentleman.' 
JSTurse. The son and heir of old Tibcrio. 
Jul. What's he, that now is going out of door ? 
J<'urse. Marry, that,! think, be young Petruchic 
Jul. What's he, that follows there, that would 

not dance .' 
JVi/r««. 1 know not 

JvL Go, ask his name : — if he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 
JSTurse. His name is Romeo, and a Moilf ague ; 

(1) A coUatioa of fruit, wine, &c. (2) Faith. 
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The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love sprung from my only hate ! 
Too early sevu unknown, and known too late ! 
/*rodi^iou3 birth of love it is to me, 
That 1 must love a loathed enemy. 

jVurse. Whai's this ? whatlsthis? 

Jul. 4 rhyme I learnM even now 

)f one I dancM withal. [One calls within^ Juliet. 

JVurse. Anon, anon : — 

^me, let's away ; the strangers all are gone. 

[Exeunt, 
Enter Chorus. 
Now old desire <loth in his death-bed lie, 

And young artection gapes to be his heir ; 
That fair, which h»ve groan'd for, and would die, 

With tender Juliet matched is now not fair. 
Now Romeo is belovM, and loves again. 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks ; 
But to his foe siipposM he must complain, 

And she steal love's sweet bait from fearful hooks • 
Being held a foe, he may not have access 

To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear; 
And she as much in love, her means much less 

To meet her new-beloved an^ where: 
But passion lends them power, time means to meet, 
Temp'ring extremities with extreme sweet. [Exit. 



ACT II. 

SCEXE J. — An open place^ adjoining CBp\i\eV§ 
garden. Enter RcNrneo. 

Rotn. Can I go forward, when my heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull earth,' and find thy centue out 
[He climbs the wall^ and leaps down within iL 

(1) i, e. HimseUl 
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Enter Benvolk), and Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo ! mjr cousin Romeo ! 

Mer, He is wise ; 

And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way, and leapM this orchard 
wall : 
Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too. — 

Romeo ! humours ! madman ! passion ! lover ! 
Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh. 
Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisM; 
Cry but — Ah me ! couple but — love and dove ; 
Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word. 
One nick-name for her purblind son and heir. 
Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim, 
When kingCophetua lov'd the beggar-maid.i — 
He heareth not, stirreth not, he moveth not ; 
The ape2 is dead, and I must conjure him. — 
I conjure thee by Rosaline's bright eyes, 
By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip, 
By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh, 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie, 
That in thy likeness thou appear to us. 

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him : 'twould anger him 
To raise a spirit in his mist-ress' circle. 
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand 
Till she had laid it, and conjur'd it down ; 
That were some spite : my mvocation 
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress' name, 
I conjure only but to raise up hira. 

Ben. C<Hne, he hath hid himself among those 
trees. 
To be consorted with the humorous^ night : 

(1) Alluding to the old ballad of the king and 
the beggar. 

(2) This phrase in Shakspeare's time was used 
as an expression of tenderness. 

(3) Humid, moist 
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Blind is his love, and best befits the dark. 

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he sit under a medlar-tree, 
And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit, 
As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone.— 
Romeo, good night; — IMl to my truckle-bed ; 
This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep : 
Come, shall we go ^ 

Ben. Go, then ; for 'tis in vain 

To seek him here, that means not to be found. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^E IL—Ca^vileVs garden. Enter Romeo. 

Rom. He jests at scaj*s, that never felt a wound.— 

[Juliet appears above^ at a window. 

But, soft! what light through yonder window 

breaks .•* 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun ! — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already sick and pale with grief. 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she • 
Be not her maid,' since she is envious; 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green. 
And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off. — 
It is my lady ; O, it is my love : 
O, that she knew she were ! — 
She speaks, yet she says nothing ; What of that ? 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it. — 
I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks : 
Two of the fairest stai-s in all the heaven, 
Havinff some business, do entreat lier eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head.^ 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those 

stars, 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would through the aiiy region stream so bright. 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night. 

(1) A votary to the moon, to Diana 
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See, how Mhe leans her cheek upon her band! 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek \ 

JuL Ah me ! 

Rom. She speaks :— 

O, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o*er my head, 
As IS a winged messenger of heaven 
Lnto the white up-turned wond'ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he bestrides the lazy -pacing ciouds;, 
And sails upon the bosom of the »ir. 

Jul. O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Ro 
meo ? 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn nty love, 
And I Ml no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall fliear more, or shall I speak at this? 

[Aside 

Jul. 'Tis but thy name, that is my enemy ; — 
Thou art thyself though, not a Montague. 
What's Montague ? it is nor hand, nor fool. 
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. O, be some other name ! 
What's in a name .<* that which we call a rose, 
By any other name would smell as sweet ; 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd. 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes,* 
WitJiout that title : — Romeo, doflP thy name ; 
And for that name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myself. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but love, and IMl be new baptized ; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'U 
in night. 
So stumblest on my counsel ^ 

Rom, By a name 

(1) Owas, possesses.. (2) Do oflft 
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I know not how to teil thee who f am : 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 
Because it is an enemy to thee ; 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred wordi 
Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

Jul. How cam'st thou hither, tell me? and 
wheref6re ? 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, considerino; who thou art. 
If any of m^ kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love's light wings did I o*er-perch 
these walls ; 
For stony limits cannot hold love out : 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt, 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let^ to me. 

Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet. 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

Jul. I would not for the world, they saw thee here 

Rom, I have night's cloak to hide me from their 
sight ; 
And, but tm>u love me,^ let them find me here : 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whoso direction found'st thou out this 
place ^ 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to inquire ; 
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash'd with the furthest sea, 
I yvould adventure for such merchandise. 

JuL Thou know'st, the mask of night is on my 
face; 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek, 

(\) Hindrance. (2) Unless thou love me. 
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For that which thou hast beard me speak to-night 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain denjr, 
What I have spoke ; But farewell compliment ! 
Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say — Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swearV, 
Thou may'st prove false; at lovers* perjurits, 
They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 
If thou doet love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think*st 1 am too quickly won, 
ril frown, and be perverse, and say thee nav. 
So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou may*st think my haviour* light : 
But trust me, gentleman, Til prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange.3 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou over-heard'st, ere I was 'ware, • 
My true love's passion : therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute this yielding to light love. 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear. 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops, — 

Jul O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant 
moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb. 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

Rom. What shall I swear by ? 

Jul. Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 
And IMl believe thee. 

Rom. If my heart's dear love — 

Jul. Well, do not swear : although I joy in thee, 
I have no joy of this contract to-night : 
It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden ; 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be. 
Ere one can say — It lightens. Sweet, good night ! . 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath, 



(I) Bdiaviour. 



(2) Shy. 



,y Google 



154 



ROMEO AND JULIET. Act II 



May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet 
Good night, good night ! as sweet repose and res* 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast .' 

Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 

Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night ? 

Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow 
for mine. 

Jvl. I ffave thee mine before thou didst request it 
And yet 1 would it were to give again. 

Rom^ Would'st thou withdraw it ? for what pur- 
pose, love ? 

Jul. But to be frank, ^ and give it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee, 
The ;nore I have, ior both are infinite. 

[Nurse calls within. 
I hear some noise within ; Dear love, adieu ! 
Anon, good nurse ! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [ExiL 

Rom. O blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard. 
Being in night, all this is but a dream. 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

JuL Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, 
indeed. 
If that thy bent2 of love be honourable. 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one that I'll procure to come to thee. 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay, 
And follow thee, my lord, throughout the world: 

Nurse. [Within.] Madam. 

Jul. I come, anon : — But if thou mean'st not 
well, 
[ do beseech tfiee,-- 

Nurse, f IVtthir'. I Madam. 



(V) Tret^ 



(2) Inclination. 
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Jul, By and by, I come :— 

To cease thy suit, and leave roe to my grief: 
To-morrow will 1 send. 
Rom. So thrive my soul, — 

J^u/. A thousand times good night! [EtU 

TJoot. a thousand times the woise, to want thj 
light.— 
Love goes toward love, as school-boys from their 

books; 
But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 
[Rttiring slowly. 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul. Hist ! Romeo, *-ist ! — O, for a falconer*?* 
voire, 
To lure this tassel-gentle^ back again ! 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not 6|)eak aluud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies, 
And make her airr tongue more hoarse than mine, 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

Rom. It«s my soul, that calls upon my nan>e : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night, 
Like softest music to attending ears ! 

Jul. Romeo! 

Rom. My sweet ! 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morir»w 

Shall I send to thee ^ 

Rom. At the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not fail ; 'tis twenty years till then. 
[ have forgot why 1 did call thee back. 

Rom. Let me stand here till thou remember it. 

Jul, I shall foi^et, to have thee still stand there, 
Remcmb'ring how I love thy company. 

Rom. And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget, 
Fo»*getting any other home but this. 

Jul. 'Tis almost morning, I would have th(!C 
gone: 
4nd yet no further than a wanton's bird ; 

(1) The male of the goshawk. 
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Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
LiKB a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves,' 
And with a silk thread plucks it back agaia, 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rmn. 1 would, I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, so would4 : 

Yet I i>houId kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good night, good night ! purling is such sweet 

sorrow. 
That I shall say — good night, till it be morrow. 

[Exit. 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy 
breast ! — 
'Would I were sleep and ',ieace, so sweet to rest ! 
Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell ; 
His help to crave, and my dear hap2 to tell. [Exit. 

SCEJ^E III— Friar Laurence's ctll Enter Fri- 
ar Laurence, with a basket. 

Fri. The g;rcy-ey'd morn smiles on the frowning 
night. 
Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light; 
And flecked^ darkness like a drunkard reels 
From forth day's path-way, made by Titan's* 

wheels : 
Now ere the sun advance his burning eye. 
The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to diy, 
I must fill up this osier cage of ours. 
With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers. 
The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb ; 
What is her bur}'ing grave, that is her womb : 
And from her womb children of divers kind 
We sucking on her natural bosom find ; 
Many for inany virtues excellent. 
None but for some, and yet all different. 
O, mickle is the powerful grace,* that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities : 

(1) Fetters. (2) Chance, fortune. 

(3) Spotted, Streaked. (4) The sun. (5) Virtue. 
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For nought so vfle that on the earth doth lire. 
But to the earth some special good doth give; 
Nor aught so good, but, strain'd from that tbir use, 
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse : 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 
And vice sometime*s by action dignified. 
Within the inhmt rind of this small flower 
Poison hath residence, and medicine power : 
For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each 

part; 
Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart 
Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will ; 
And, where the worser is predominant, 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant 

Enter Romeo. 

Ram. Good morrowj father ! 

Fii. Benedicite! 

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ? — 
Young son, it argues a distempered head. 
So soon to bid good nnorrow to thy bed : 
Care keeps his watch in every old man^s eye. 
And where care lodges, sleep will never lie ; 
But where unbruised youth, with unstutfM brain, 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign : 
Therefore thy earliness doSi me assure. 
Thou art up-rousM by some distemp*rature ; 
Or if not so, then here I hit it ririit — 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Rom, That last is true, the sweeter rest was mine. 

Fri. God pardon sin ! wast thou with Ro^line ? 

Rom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father .•* no ; 
f have forgot that name, and that name*s wo. 

Fri. That's my good son : But where hast thou 
been then .'' 

I^ym. IMl tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 
I have been feasting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
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Within thy help and holy physic lies : 
1 bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo, 
My intercession likewise steads my^foe. 

Fri. Be plain, good son, and honiiely in thy drift ; 
Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 

Rcnn. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love 
is set 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 
And all combinM, save what thou must combine 
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how, 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow, 
ri! tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray. 
That thou consent to marry us this day. 

Fri. Holy Saint Francis ! what a change is here ! 
Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear. 
So soon forsaken ? young men's love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jeyti Maria ! what a deal of brine 
Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline ! 
How much salt water thrown away in waste, 
To season love, that of it doth not taste ! 
The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears ; 
Lo, here upon thy cheek the s^tain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash'd oft* yet : 
If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine. 
Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline ; 
And art thou chang'd? pronounce this sentence 

then — 
Women may fall, when there's no strength in men. 

Rom. Thou chidd'st me oft for loving Rosaline. 

Fri. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 

Rom. And bad'st me bury love. 

Fri. Not in a grave, 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rrnn. I pray thee, chide not : she, whom I love 
now, 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow ; 
The other did not so. 
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Fri. O, she knew well, 

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell. 
But come, young waverer, coine po with me. 
In one respect IMl thy assistant be ; 
For this alliance may so happy prove, 
To turn your households* rancour to pure love. 

Jiom. O, let us hence ; 1 stand on sudden haste. 

Fri. Wisely, and slow ; they stumble, that nin 
fast. [ExeunL 

SCEJ^E IV.— A tireet. Enter Benvdio and 
Mcrcutio. 

Mer. Where the devii should this Romeo be. ^ — 
Came he not home to-n!?ht ? 

Ben. Not to his father's ; I spoke with his man. 

jifcr. Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, 
that Rosaline, 
Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 

Ben. T) bait, the kinsman of old Capulet, 
Hath sent a letter to his father's house. 

Mer. A challenj^e, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will answer it. 

Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer a 
letter. 

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how 
he dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead; 
stabbed wilh a white wench's black eye ; shot tho- 
rough the ear with a love-song ; the very pin of his 
heart cleft with the blind bow- boy's butt-shaft ;2 
And is he a man to encounter Tybalt.'' 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt? 

Mer. More than prince of cats,' I can tell you. 
O, he is the courageous captain of comi)liments. 
He fights as you sing prick-song,'' keeps time, dis- 

(1) t. «. It is of the utmost consequence for me 
to be hasty. 

(2) A rrow. (3) See the story of Reynard the fox. 
(4) By notes pricked dowa. 
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tance, and proportion ; rests me his minim ic:>t, one, 
two, and the third in your bo:*om : the very butcher 
of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist ; a gentleman 
of the very first house, — of the first and second 
cause : Ah, the immortal passado .' the punto re- 
verso ! the hay !' ' 

Ben. The what? 

Mer. The pox of such antic, li^pMig, affecting 
fantasticoes ; these new tuners of accents! — By 
JesUj a very good blade I — a very IcUl man I — a 
very good whore ! — Why, is not this a lamentable 
thing, grandsire, that we should be thus afflicted 
with these strange flies, these fashion-mongers, these 
pardonnez-moys, who stand so much on the new 
form, that they cannot sit at ease on the old bench ? 
O, their bonSf their bons !^ 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring : — O 
flesh, flesh, how art thou fishified ! — Now is he for 
the numbers that Petrarch flowed in : Laura, to his 
lady, was but a kitchen-wench ; — Marry, she had 
a better love to be-rhyme her : Dido, a dov.'dy ; 
Cleopatra, a gipsy ; Helen and Hero, hildings and 
harlots ; Thibb^, a grey eye or so, but not to the 
purpose. — Signior Romeo, bon jour! there's a 
French salutation to your French slop.3 You gave 
us the counterfeit fairly last night 

Rom. Good-morrow to you both. What coun- 
terfeit did I give you ? 

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip ;< Can you not con- 
ceive ? 

Ran. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was 

(1) Terms of the fencing-school. 

(2) In ridicule \i( Frenchified coxcombs. 

(3) Trowsers or pantaloons, a French fashion in 
Shakspeare's time. 

(4) A pun on counterfeit money, called slips. 
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great ; and, ia such a caae as loiue, a man may 
strain courtesy. 

Mer. That*s as much as to say — such a case as 
yours constrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Ham. Meaning — to courtesy. 

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Horn. A most courteous exposition. 

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

Rom. Pink ft>r flower. 

Mer. Rieht. 

Rom. Why, then is my pumpi well flowered. 

Mer. Well said : Follow me this jest now, till 
thou hast worn out thy pump ; that, when the sing^ 
sole of it is worn, the jest may remain, after the 
wearing, solely singular. 

Rom. O singie-soled2 jest, solely singular for the 
singleness ! 

Mer. C(nne between us, good Beuvolio ; my wits 
fail. 

Rom. Switdi and spurs, switch and spurs; or 
Pll cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chace,' 
I have done ; for thou hast more of im wild-goose 
in one of thy wits, than, [ am sure, I have in my 
whole five : Was I with you there for the goose f 

Rom, Thou wast never with me for any thing, 
when thou wast not there for the goose. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest 

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweetii^ ^ it is a 
most sharp sauce. 

Rom. ^d is it not well served in to a sweet goose? 

Mer. O, here's a wit of cheverel,* that stretches 
Ij'om an inch narrow to an ell broad ! 

Rom. I stretch it out for that word — broads 

(1) Shoe. (2) Slight, thin. 

(3) A horse-race in any directicni the leader 
chooses to take. 

(4) An apple. (5) Soft stretching leather. 

VOL. VUI. L 
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which added to the goose, proves thee far and wide 
a broad goose. 

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groaning 
for love ? now art thon sociable, now art moa Ro- 
meo ; now art tboa what thou art, by art as well aa 
by nature : for this drivelling love is like a great 
natural, that runs lulling up and down, to hioe his 
bauble m a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, stop there. 

Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against 
the hair. 

Ben. Thoo woa1d*8t else have made thy tale 

Mer. O, thou art deceived, I would have made 
it short : for I was come to the whole depth of my 
tale ; and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument 
no longer. 

Bom. Here's goodly geer! 

JEnier Nurse and Peter. 

Mer. A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Ben. Two, two ; a shirt, and a limock. 

JNurse. Peter! 

Peter. Anon.' 

J^urse. My fan, Peter. > 

Mer. Pr*ythee, do, good Peter, Xo hide her foce ; 
for her fan's the fairer of the two. 

JWirje. God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good den,2 fen* gentlewoman. 

J^urae. Is it arood den ? 

Mer. 'Tis nu less, I tell you ; for the bawdh^ hand 
of die dial is now upon the prick' of noon. 

J^urse. Out upon you \ what a man are you .' 

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made 
himself to mar. 

J^vru. By my troth, it is well iaid;— For him- 

(1) It Was the custom for servants to carry the 
lady's fan. 

(2) Good even. (3) Point 
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• . •* • 
•elf to mar, quoth'a?— Gcntlemen» can any of yon 
tell me where 1 may find the young Vimamof 

Rom. 1 can tell you ; but ^oung Romeo wiH be 
older when you have found him; than he watwhen 
you sought him : I am the young;e9t o( that nam$% 
for 'fault of a worse. ♦ 

JVi/rje. You sav well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worst well ? rvff Hell .took, 
rfaith ; wisely, wisely. 

JVurse. If you be he, 8ir» 1 i}ew« ii«M» confi- 
dence with you. 

Ben. She will Indite him to mne aupfier. 

Mer. A bawd, a bawd^ a bawd 1 ^ ho ! 

Rom. What hast thou found ? 

Mer. No hare, sir ; unlex A^iarc, sir, ki a Icatf u 
pie, that is something stale and hoar ere it be spent. 

An old hare h/vac^ 

And an old hmint hfior^ 
Is very good meat in lent .* 

Bui a hare thai m JWar, 

Is too much for a score^ 
When it hoars ere it be spent. 

Romeo, will you come to your felber*s ^ weMl (o 
dinner thither. 

Rom: I will follow you. 

J^er. Farewell, ancient lady ; farewell, lady, 
lady, lady.a [Exe. Mer. and Ben. 

.A'?/r»c.Marry,farewell!— lprayyou,whatsaury 
merchant^ was this, that was so full of his ropery M 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear 
himself talk ; and will speak more io a minute, 
than he will stand to in a month. 

JNurse. An *a speak any thing against me, Pll 

(1) Hoaiy, mouldy. 

(2) The burden of an old song. 

(3) A term of disrespect in contradtstioctwn to 
gentleman. 

(4) Rogueiy. 
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take him down aa *a were lustier than he is, and 
twenty such Jacks ; and if I cannot, PlI find those 
that wall. Scurvy knave ! I am none of his flirt- 
gills; I am none of his skains-mates :' — And thou 
must stand by too, and suffer every knave to use 
ne at his pleasure f 

Pd. I saw no man use you at his pleasure ; if I 
had, my weapon should quickly have been out, I 
warrant you : I dare draw as soon as another man, 
if I see occasion in a good quarrel, and the law on 
my side. 

J>rur$e. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that 
eveiy part about me quivers. Scurvy knave ! — Pray 
you, sir, a word : and as I told you, my young 
lady bade me inquire you out ; what she bade me 
say, I will keep to myself: but first let me tell ye, 
if ye should lead her into a fooPs paradise, as they 
say, it were a very gross kind of behaviour, as they 
say : for the gentlewixnan is young ; and therefore, 
if you should deal double with her, truly, it were 
an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, and 
very weak dealing. 

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mis- 
tress. I protest unto thee, — 

JVttrsc. Good heart ! and, i'failh, I will tell her 
as much : Lord, lord, she will be a joyful woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse f thou dost 
not mark me. 

J^''urse. I will tell her, sir, — Ihal you f^o protest ; 
which, as I take it, is z. gentlemanlike oflier. 

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to 
shrift2 
This afternoon ; 

And there she shall at friar Laurence' cell 
Be ihriv'd, and married. Here is for thy pains. 

^urse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 

(1) A mate or compank>a of one wearing a 
skain ; a short sword. 

(2) Confesskxi. 
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Rom. Go to; I my^ jon thalL 

^uru. This afteraoon, sir ? well, she shall be 
there. 

Rom. And slay, good nurse, behind the abbey- 
wall : 
Within this hour my man shall be with thee ; 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair ; 
Which to the high top-ralianti of my joy 
Most be my convoy in me secret night. 
Farewell !— Be trusty, and PU quit^ thy pains. 
Farewell ! — Commend roe to thy mistress. 

J^Turse. Now God in heaven bless thee! — Haik 
you, sir. 

Rom, What say'st thou, my dear nurse ? 

J>rurse. Is your maa secret? Did you ne*er hear 
•ky— 
Two may keep counsel, putting one away ^ 

Rom, I warrant thee ; my man*s as true as steel. 

J^iirse. Well, sir; my mistress is the sweetest 
lady— Lord, lord! — when 'twas a little prating 
thing, — O, — there's a nobleman in town, one Paris, 
that would fain lay knife aboard ; but she, good 
soul, had as lieve see a toad, a very toad, as see 
him. I anger her sometimes, and tell her that P&ris 
is the properer man ; but, I'll warrant you, when I 
say so, she looks as pale as any clout in the varsal 
world. Doth not rosemaij and Romeo begin both 
with a letter.' 

Rom, Ajj nurse ; What of that ? both with an R 

Jfuru. Ah, mocker ! that's the dog's name. R 
is for the dog. No; I know it begins with some 
other letter : and she hath the prettiest sententious 
of it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you 
good to hear it 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. [Exii. 

JVttrse. Ay, a thousand times. — Peter ! 

Pet. Anon.' 

(1) The highest extremity of the mast of a ship. 

(2) Requite. 
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J^urse. Peter, takofony fan, and %o before. 

SCEJ^^ F".— Capulet's garden. Enter Juliet. 
JuL The clock struck niue, when I did send the 
nurse; ' ' , , 

In half an hour she promised to return. 
Perchance, she caDnot,raeet him : that's not so.— 
O, she is km^' Iove*s heralds should be thoughts, 
Which ten time% fastel^glide than the sun's beams-, • 
Drivio": back^hadows oter louring hills : 
• Therefore do nimbte-pitiioii'd doves dnrtrfovc, ' ■ - 
And therefore hath the wind-^iftXupid-win^ ^ 
Now is the sun upon the bighmost biU 
Of this day's journey ; and fi-oin nine till tw^e 
Is three loiig hours, — yet she is not com^^ 
Had she anections, adud warm 'youthful l^>d, 
SheM bo as swift in motion as a ball ; 
My words would bandy* her to my sweet love» 
Ar.d his to me r 

Uut old folks, many feign as' they were dead ; 
Unwieldy, sleWf beavy and pale as lead. ' 

Enter Nurse and Peter. 
O God, she comes !— O honey nurse, wbatTiews ? ■ 
Hast thou met with him ? Send thy man away. 
J\''urse. Peter, sfay at the gate. [Exit Peter. 
JuL Now, good sweet nui-se, — O lord ! why , 
look'st thou sad ? 
Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; 
If good, thou sham'st the music of sweet news 
By playing it to me with so sour a face, 

Jvurse. I am weafy, give me leave a wUb^; — 

Fie, how my bones ache ! What a jannt have I had ! 

Jul I would, thou ha^t my bones, and I thy 

news : 

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak { — good, good nurse, 

speak. , ,,^ 

(1) Drive her, as a ball struck with a bandy ; 
t. e. a bat or battledore. 
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Jfurte. Jem I What bai»te?.Can you not ttaj 

a while ? 
Do you not see, that [ ain out of breath? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thoahast 
breath 
To say to me — that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuse, that thou do0t make in this delay. 
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 
U thy news good, or bad ? anMver to that ; 
Say cither, vid i*U ^ay the circumstance : 
Let me be sati«fied, is*t good or bad ? 

JSTurse. Well, you hare made a simple cfaoiGe ; 
you know not bow to choose a man : Komeo ! no, 
not he ; though hi;* face be better than any man's, 
yet his leg excels aU inen's ; and for a bund, and a 
foot, and a body,— though they be not to be talked 
on, yet they are past com^re : He is not the flower 
of courtesy,— -but, IMI warrant him, as geetle as« a 
lamb. — Go thy ways, wench r s^rve Goii — Wh»U, 
have you dined at home ? 

Jul. No, no : Hut all this did I know before ; 
What says he of our marriage? what of that? 

J^urse. Lord, how my headaches I u hat a head 
h|\e 1 .' 
"*ft beaf^a^ it would iall iiUwenty p- ces. 
My back oVother side,~0, my back, my back I— 
Beshrewi your heart, for sending me about, 
To catch my death with jaunting up and down ! 

Jul. rfaith, I am sorry that th<4j art not well : 
Sweet, aweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my 
love ? 

JVurae. Your lore says like an honest gentleman, 
And a courteoun, and a kind, nitd a handsome, 
A nd, I warrant, a virtuous : — VV hereis your mother? 

Jitl. Where is my mother ?— why, she is within ; 
Where should she be ? How oddly'thou reply**t ! 
Your love says like an honest gentleman,— 
Where u your mother ? 

(1) «l betide. 
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JVlirse, . O, God's lady dear ! 

Are yon so hot? Many, come up, 1 trow ; 
Is this the poultice for mj aching booes ? 
Henceforward do jour messi^i^ yourself. 

Jul, Here's such a coil,'— come, what says Ro- 
meo? 

JWcrae. Hare you got leave to go to shrift to^lay ? 

JuL I hare. 

JWirM. Then hie you hence to friar Laurence* cell, 
There stays a husband to make you a wife : 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks, 
They'll be in scarlet straight at any news. 
Hie irou to church ; I must another way, 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark : 
I am the drudee, and toil in your delight ; 
But you shall bear the burden soon at pight 
Go, I'll to dinner ; hie you to the cell. 

JuL Hie to high fortune .'—honest nurse, fare- 
well. [Exeunt, 

SCEJVE ri— Friar Laurence's cell Enter 
Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fri. So smile the heavens upon this holy act. 
That after hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Rom, Amen, amen! but come what sorrow can. 
It cannot countervail the exchai^e of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou but close our hands with holy words. 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare. 
It is enough 1 may but call her mine. 

Frij, These violent delights have violent ends. 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder. 
Which, as they kiss, consume : The sweetest honey 
Is loathitome in his own deliciousness, 
And in the taste confounds the appetite : 
Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth so ; 
Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

(1) Noise, bustle. 
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Enter Juliet 

^ere comes ^ lad/ : — O, so li^t a foot 
Will ne*er wear out the everlasting flint : 
A lover may bestride the gossament^ 
That idle in the wanton summer air. 
And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

Jul. Good even to my s^hostly confessor. 

Fri, Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us 
both. 

JuL As m«ch to ham, else are his thanks too 
much. 

Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the roeasnre of thy joy 
Be heaped like mine, uid that thy skill be more 
To blazons it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich music^s tongue 
Unfold the innguiM happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jnl. Conceit,' moSne rich in matter than in words. 
Brags of his substance, not of ornament : 
They are but beggars that can count their worth ; 
But my true love is grown to such excess, 
1 cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

FrL Come, come'witii me, and we will make 
short work ; 
For, by your leaves, yoa shall not stay alone. 
Till holy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunt. 



ACT 111. 

SCEME I.—A pubUc place. Enter Mercutio, 
Benvolio, Page, and Servants. 

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire ; 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 
And, if we meet, we snail not Vape a brawl ; 

("P The long white filament which flies in the air. 
(2) Paint, (usplay. (3) lmaginati(Mi. 
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For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

Mer. Thou art like oriie of those fellows, that, 
when he enters the confines of a tav#m, claps me 
his sword owm the teble, and sajs, God send me 
no need of theei and, by the operation of the 
second cup, draws it on the drawer, wbeq, indeed, 
there is no need. 

Ben. Am X like soch a fellow f 
-JHer. Come, come, thou art as hot a J«c|c in thy 
-^nood as any in Italy ; and as soon movecl to be 
moody, and as sooA-T^oody to be moved 

Ben. And what to ? 

Mer. Nay, and 4here were two such, we should 
have none shortly, for one would kill the other. 
Thou ! why thou wik quarrel with a man that hath 
a hair more, or a hair less, in his beand, than thou 
hast Thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking 
nuts, having no other reason but because thou hast 
hazel eves ; What eye, but suctf an eye, would spy 
out such a quarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarreio, 
as an«gg is full of meat ; and yet thy bead hat^ 
been beaten as addle as an e^, for quarrelling. 
Thou hast quarrelled with « man iac seughjpg in 
the street, because he hath wakened thy dc^ that 
hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall out 
with a tailor for wearing his new doublet beit)«e 
Easter.' with another, for tying hisj|^gvb«h(C)PtJVith 
old ribband ? and yet thou wilt tutor me from quar- 
relling ! 

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, 
any man should buy the fee-simple of my life for 
an hour and a quarter. 

Mer. The fee-simple ? O simple! 

Enter Tybalt, and others. 

Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets, 
Mer. By my heel, i care not. 
T*yb. Follo^v me close, for I will speak to thera.^ 
Gentlemen, good den : a word with one of you, 
Mer. And but one word with one of us .' Co»|4e 
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it with aornethin^; make it a word and a bknv. 

Tyh. Ygu will fiitd me apt enoug^h to that, sir, 
if vou will ^ve me occasion. 

J^er, Could you not take gome occasioa without 
giving? 

Tyb. Mercutio^ thou con8orte«t with Romeo, — 

Mr. Consort ? what, doet thou make u« min- 

strefs? au thou make minttrela of us, look t» hear 

nothing but discords : hcre*s my fidiUestick ; here*3 

that shall make you dance. *Zounds, consort ! 

Ben. We talk here in the |)ub!ic haunt of men ; 
Either withdrew into some private place, 
. Or reason c<MW of your gnevaaces, 
<Or else depart ; here all eyes gaze on us. 
.Mer, liljSn's eyes were made to look, and let 
' tl^ gaze ; 
I will not budge £»r no man's pleasure, I. 

^nler Romeo. 

Tyb. Well, peace be with you, sir ; here comes 

my man. 
Mar. But ril be hangM, sir, if he wear your 
livenr : 
Marry, go before to field, heMl be your follower ; 
Your worship, in that sense^ may call him-^man. 
Tyb. Romeo, the hate I bear thee, can afford 
. No better term than this— Thou art a- villain. 
JRom, Tybalt, the reason that I have to love 
thee 
. Doth much excuse the app^ainii^^ rage 
To such a greeting :— Villain am I non»; 
Therefore farewell; I see, thou know*st me not. 

15^6,, Boy, this shaU not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me ; ther»forertum, and draw. 
Rom. I do protest, I never injured thee ; 
^ But love thee better than thou canst devise. 
Till thou shalt know the reason of my love : 
And so, good Capnlet, — which name I tender 
As dearly as frune own, — be satisfied. 
Mer.^ O calm, dishonourable,^ vile sui^oiission ! 
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A la stoccata\ carries it aivay. [Draws, 

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk ? 

Ty^- What would'st thou have with me? 

Mer. Good king of cats, nothings, but one of your 
nine lives ; that I mean to make bold withal, and, 
as you shall use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest of 
the eight. Will you pluck your sword out of his 
pilchei^ by the ears? make haste, lest mine be about 
your ears ere it be out. 

Tyh. I am for you. [Drawing. 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

Mer. Come, sir, your passado. \They Jight. 

Rom. Draw, Befivolio ; 
Beat down their weapons: — Gentlemen, for shame 
Forbear this outrage ; — Tybalt — Mercutio — 
The prince expressly hath forbid this bandying 
In Verona streets : — Hold, Tybalt; — good M ercutia 
[Exeunt Tybalt and his Partizans. 

Met. I am hurt : — 
A plague o'both the houses ! — I am sped : — 
Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What, art thou hurt ? 

Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, 'tis 
enough. — 
Where is my page } — go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 
* [Eart7Page. 

Rnm. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide 
as a church-door ; hut 'tis enough, 'twill serve : ask 
for me to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave 
man. I am pepper'd, I warrant, for this world : — 
A plague o'botn your houses ! — Zounds, a dog, a 
rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death ! a 
brag^rt, a rogue, a villain, that fights by the book 
of arithmetic ! — Why, the devil, came you between 
us? 1 was-hurt under your arm. 

(1) The Italian term for a thrust or stab with a 
rapier. 

(2) Case or scabbard. 
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Rom. 1 thought all for the best. 

Mer. Help me iDto some bouse, BcdvoUo, 
Or I shall faint — A plague o*both jour bouses ! 
They have made worm's meat of me : 
I have it, and soundly too :— Your houses ! 

[Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolia 

Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near ally, 
My very frien^ hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reoutation stain'd 
With Tybalt's slander, Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman :— -O sweet Juliet, 
Thy beauty hath made me e^iiinate. 
And in my temper s(/ten'd valour's steel. 

Re-enUr Benvolia 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead ; 
That gallant spirit hath aspir'd the clouds. 
Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 

/2sm. This day's black fate on more days doth 
depend ; 
This but begins the wo, others must end. 

Re-mter Tybalt 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 

Rom. Alive ! in triumph ! and Mercutio slain ! 
Away to heaven, respective^ lenity. 
And fire-ey'd fuiy be my conduct^ now I — 
Now, Tyt^lt, take the villain back a^in. 
That late thou gav'st me ; for Mercutio's soul 
Is but a little way above our heads, 
Staying for thine to keep him company ; 
Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him. 

7^6. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort* 
him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Rom. This shall determine that 

[Theyjighi; Hyhalt falls. 

(1) Cool, considerate gentleness. 

(2) Conduct for conductor. (3) Accompany 
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Rorneo, away, be ^one ! 
• Tbe^lfceyp are up, and Tybalt slain : 
Stand BOtamazM: — the prince will doom thee 

death, * 

If thou art taken : — hence ! — be gone !— ^way I ^ 
Rom, O I 1 am fortune's fool ! 
Ben, Why dost thou stay ? 

[Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citizen*, ^c. 

I at. Which way ran he, that kill'd MdJ^tio? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

1 at. Up, gir, go with me ; 

t cbai^ thee in the prince's name, obey. ' 

Enter Prince, attended ; Montague, Capulet, their 
wives, and others. 

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble prince, Tcan discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 
There lies the man slain by young Romeo, 
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 

La. Cap. Tybalt, my cousin ! — O my brother's 
child ! 
UnhappT sight ! ah me, the blood is spill*d 
Of my dear kinsman ! — Prince, as thou art true,l 
For blood of oursi shed blood of Montague. — 
O cousin, cousin ! 

Prin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray ? 

Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand did 
slay; 
Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice2 the quarrel wag, and urg*d withal 
Vour high displeasure : — All this — uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly 

bow'd, — 
Could not take truce with the unruly spleen 

(1) Just and upright (2) Slight, unimportant 
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Of Tybalt deaf to peace, bat that he tilts 
With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast ; 
Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to p)oint, 
And, wi(b a martial scorn, with one hands l>cats 
Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
It back to Tx'balt, whose dexterity 
Retorts it : Komeo, he cries aloud, 
Hoid, friends ! friends^ part ! and, swifter ihun 

his tongue. 
His agile ann beats down their fatal points. 
And *twixt them rushes: underneath whoee ann 
An envious thmst from Tybalt hit tlie life 
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled : 
But by and by comes back to Komeo, 
Who had but newly entertained revenge, 
And to*t tliey go like lightning ; for, ere I 
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slam ; 
And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly : 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

La. Cap. He is a kinsman to the Montague, 
Affection makes him false, he speaks not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in this black strife. 
And all those twenty could but kill one life : 
I b^ for justice, which thou, prince, must give ; 
Ronrieo slew Tybalt, RjOmeo must not live. 

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio ; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 

Mon. Not Komoo, prince, be was Mercutio^s 
friend; 
His fault concludes but, what the law should end. 
The life of Tybalt 

Prin, And, for that offence, 

Immediately we do exf le him hence : 
I hare an interest in your hates* proceeding. 
My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding ; 
But V\\ amerce* you with so strong a fine, 
That you shall a!l repent the loss of mine : 
i will be deaf to pleading and excuses \ 

(I) Punish by fine* 
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Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase odt abuses. 
Therefore use none : let Honieo hence in haste, 
Else, when be^s found, that hour is his last. 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will ; 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 

[Exeunt. 
SCEJVE IL— A room in CapaleVa house. Enter 
Juliet. 

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 
Towards Phoebus* mansion; such a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the west. 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. — 
Spread thy close curtain, love- performing night! 
That run-away*s eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk*d of, and unseen I — 
Lovers can see to do their anwrous rites 
By their own beauties : or, if love be blind, 
Jt best agrees with night. — Come,civiM night, 
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black. 
And learn me how to lose a winning match, 
Play*d for a pair of stainless maidenhoods : 
Hood my unmanned blood bating in my cheeks,^ 
With thy black mantle ; till strange love, groviui 

bold. 
Think true love acted, simple modesty. 
Come, night ! — Come, Romeo .' — come, thou day in 

night ! 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of m'ght 
Whiter than new snow on a raven's back. — 
Come, gentle night; come, loving, black>brow*d 

night. 
Give nia my Romeo : and, when he shall die. 
Take iiini, and cut him out in little stars, 
And be will make the face of heaven so fine. 
That all the world will be in love with night, 
And pay no worship to the gari^ sun. — 

(1) Giave, solemn. 

(2) These are terms of falconry. 

(3) Gaudy, showy. 
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O, I hare bought the mansion of a love, 

But not pc»9ess*d it ; and, though I am sold. 

Not yet enjojM : So tedious is this day, 

As is the night before some festival 

To an impatient child, that hath new robes. 

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse, 

Enter Nurse, with cords. 

And she brings news; and every tongue that 

speaks 
But Romco^s name, speaks heavenly eloquence. — 
Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou there? 

the cords. 
That Romeo bade thee fetch ? 
JVurse. Ay, ay, the cords. 

[Tiirows them down. 
Jul Ah me ! what news? why dost thou wring 

thy hands ? 
JVurse. Ah well-a-day ! he's dead, he's dead, he's 
dead! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone ! — 
Alack the day I — he's gone, he's kill'd, he's^dead ! 
Jul. Can heaven be so envious? 
JVurse. Romeo can, 

Though heaven cannot : — O Romeo ! Romeo ! — 
Who ever could have thought it ? — Romeo ! 
Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment me 
thus ? 
This torture should be roar'd in dismal hell. 
Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but /,' 
And that bare vowel / shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye ctf cockatrice : 
I am not I, if there be such an // 
Or those eyes shut, that make the answer, /. 
If he be slain, say /; or if not, no : 
Brief sounds determine of my weal, or wo. 

(1) In Shakspeare's time the aiBitnative particle 
ay was usually written i, and here it is necessai^ 
to retain the old spelling. 

VOL. viu. M 
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Mtrse. I taw the wound, I saw it widi mine 
eyes,— 
God save the mark ! — here, oa his manlj breast: 
A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 
Pale, pale as adies, all beaaub*d in blood. 
All in gore blood ; I swooned at the sight 

JuL O break, my heart ! — poor bankrupt, break 
at once ! 
To prison, eyes ! ne'er look on libertjr ! 
Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here ; 
And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier ! 

J^urae. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had ! 
O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman ! 
That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

Jul What storm isUtis, that blows so contrary ? 
Is Romeo slaoghter'd ; and is Tybalt dead ? 
My dcar-lov'd cousin, and my (karer lord? — 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom ! 
For who is living, if those two are gone ? 

^urse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo, that killM him, he is banished. 

JuL O God .'—did Roroeo^s hand shed Tybalt's 
• blood .> 

JWir««. It did, it did ; alas the day ! it did. 

Jul. O serpent heart, hid with a flowering face ! 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? 
Beautiful tyrant ! fiend angelical ! 
Dovc-feather*d raven ! wolvish-ravening lamb ! 
Despised substance of divinest show ! 
Just opposHe to what thou justly seem*st, 
A damned saint, an honourable villain ! — 
O, nature ! what hadst thou to do in hell. 
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh ? 
Was ever book, containing such vile matter. 
So fairly bound ? O, that deceit should dwell 
in such a gorgeous palace ! 

J^urse. There's no trust, 

No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur'd. 
All forsworn, all naught, all diseemblen. — 
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Ah, whereas my man ? give me some aqtta viim .*— 
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo I 

JuL Blister'd be thy tongue. 

For such a wish ! he was not bom to shame : 
Upon his brow shame is ashamM to sit ; 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown*d 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 
O, what a beast was I to chide at him ! 

JVurse. Will you speak well of him that kill'd 
your cousin ? *• 

Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband.^ 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall srooothi thy 

name, 
When I, thy three-hours* wife, have mangled it.^— 
But wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin f 
That villain cousin would have killM my husband: 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring ; 
Your tributary drops belong to wo, 
Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 
My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain ; 
And Tybalf s dead, that would have slain my hus- 
band : 
All this iscomfort ; Wherefore weep I then f 
Some word there was,worser than Tybalt's death, 
That murdered me : I would foiget it fain ; 
But, O ! it presses to my memory, 
Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds : 
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo — banished ; 
That — banished, that one word — banished. 
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts.2 Tybalt's death 
Was wo enough, if it had ended there : 
Or, — if sour wo delights in fellowship, 
And needly will be rank'd with other griefs, — 
Why foUow'd not, when she said — Tybalt's dead. 
Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both, 

(1) To smooth, in ancient language, is to stroke, 
lo caress. 

(2) 1. e. Is worse than the loss of ten thousand 
Tybalts. 
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Which modern' lamentation might have movM ? 

But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death, 

Romeo is banished^ — to speak that word. 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All slain, all dead : — Romeo is banished, — 

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 

Jn that word'ai death ; no words can that wo 

sound — 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse ? 

^urse. Weeping and wailing overTybalt'scOTse: 
Ji/ViW you go to them ? I will bring you thither. 

Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears i^ mine 
shall be spent. 
When theirs art' dry, for Romeo's banishment 
Take up those cords : — Poor ropes, you are beguil'd, 
Both you and I ; for Romeo is exiPd : 
He made you for a highway to my bed ; 
But I, a maid, die maiden-^widowed. 
Come, cords ; come, nurse ; IMl to my wedding bed ; 
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead ! 

J^Turse. Hie to your chamber : 1*11 find Romeo 
To comfort you : — I wot2 well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night ; 
V\\ to him ; he is hid at Laurence* cell. 

Jul. O find him ! give this ring to my true knight. 
And bid him come to take his last farewell. [Exe. 

SCEJ^E III.— Friar Laurence's ceU. ^nier 
Friar Laurence and Romea 

Fri. Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fear- 
ful man ; 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts, 
And thou art wedded to calami^. 

Rom. Father, what news ? what is the prince*! 
doomi^ 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 
That I yet know not.^ 
Fri, Too familiar 

(1) Common. (2) Know. 
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Js my dear son with such eour company : 
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doono. 

Rom. What less than doomsday is the princess 
doom? 

FrL A gentler judgment vanished from his lipe; 
Not body's death, but body's banishment 

Rom- Ha ! banishment f be merciful, say — death : 
For exile hath more terror in his look. 
Much more than death : do not say — banishment 
. Fri. Hence from Verona art thou banished : 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Rom. There is no world without Verona walls, 
But pulsatory, torture, bell itself. 
Hence-lMinisne^ is bauish'd from the world. 
And world^s exile is death : — then banishment 
Is death mis-termM : calling death — banishment. 
Thou cut'st my head off with a golden axe. 
And smiPst upon the stroke that murders me. 

FrL O deadly sin ! O rude unthankfulness ! 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince. 
Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law, 
And tum'd tnat black word death to banishment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not 

Rom. 'Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is here. 
Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog, 
And little mouse, every unworthy tbinf , 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 
But Romeo may not. — More validity,^ 
More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand. 
And steal immortal blessing from her lips ; 
Whc, even in pure and vestal modesty, 
Still blush, as uiinking their own kisses sin ; 
But Romeo may not ; he is banished : 
Flies may do this, when I from this must fly ; 
They are free men, but I am banished. 
And say'st thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

(1) Worth, value. 
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Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground knife. 
No sudden mean of death, though ne^er so mean, 
But — banished — to kill me ; banished f 
O friar, the damned use that word in hell ; 
Howlings attend it : How hast thou the heart, 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 
A «n-absoIver, and my friend professed, 
To mangle me with that word — banishment ? 
Fri. Thou fond madman, hear me but speak a 

word. 
Rom. O, thou wilt speak again on banishment. 
Fri. V\\ give thee armour to keep ofl* that word ; 
Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy. 
To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Rom. Vet banished ? — Hang up philosophy ! 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 
Dispiant a town, reverse a prince's doom ; 
it helps not, it prevails not ; talk no more. 
Fru O, then 1 see that madmen have no ears. 
Rom. How should they, when that wise men 

have no eyes f 
Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 
Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou dost 
not feel : 
Wert thou as young as T, Juliet thy love. 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered. 
Doting like me, and like me banished, 
Then might'st thou speak, then might'st thou tear 

thy hair, 
And fall upon the ground, as [ do now. 
Taking the measure of an unmade snnave. 
Fri. Arise; one knocks; good Romeo, hide 
thyself. [Knocking vnihin. 

Rom. Not I ; unless the breath of heart-sick 
groans. 
Mist-like, infold me from the .«?earch of c^es. 

[Knocking. 
Fri. Hark, how they knock !— Who's there ?— 
Romeo, arise; 
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rhou wilt be taken :— Stay a while : stand up; 

^ Knocking^. 
Run to my study : — By and by :-~God'8 will .' 
What wilfulness is this ? — 1 come, 1 come. 

[Knocking, 
Who knocks 80 hard? whence come you? what's 
your will? ^ 
Nurse. [H^iihin.] Let me come in, and you shall 
know my errand ; 
I come from lady Juliet. 
/W. Welcome then. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar. 
Where is my lady's lord, wliere's Romeo ? 

Fri. There, on the ground, with his own tears 
made drunk. 

Nurse, O, he is even in my mistress* case, 
Just in her case ! 

Fri. O woful sympathy ! 

Piteous predicament ! 

Nurse. Even so lies she, 

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubber 

ing: — 
Stand up, stand up ; stand, an you be a man : 
For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand ; 
• Why should you fall into so deep an O ? 

Rom. Nurse! 

Nurse. Ah sir ! ah sir ! — Well, death's the end 
of all. 

Rom. Spak'st thou of Juliet ? how is it with her ^ 
Doth she not think me an old murderer, 
Now I have stain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov'd but little from her own ? 
Where is she ? and how doth she ? and what says 
My conceal'd lady to our cancel I'd love ? 

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and 
weeps ; 
And now falls on her bed ; and then starts up. 
And Tybalt calls; and then on Romeo cries. 



,y Google 



184 ROMEO AND JUUET. Act III 

And tliea down falls again. 

Rom. As if that name, 

Shot fixMn the deadly level of a gun, 
Did murder her ; as that name^s cursed hand 
MurderM her kinsman. — O tell me, friar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this aniXomy 
Doth my name lodge ? tej^pie, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. [Drawing his sword. 

Fri. Hold thy desperate hand : 

Art thou a man ? thy fonn cries out, thou art ; 
Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fury of a beast : 
Unseemly woman, in a seeming man ! 
Or ill-beseeming beast, in seeming both ! 
Thou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order, 
I thought thy disposition better tempered. 
Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself? 
And slay thy lady too that lives in thee, 
By doing damned hate upon thyself? 
Why raiTst thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth? 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once ; which \\io\x at once wouldst lose. 
Fie, fie ! thou sham^st thy shape, thy love, thy wit; 
Which, like an usurer, abouna*st in all, 
And usest none in that true use indeed 
Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit 
Thy noble shape is but a form of wax, 
Digressing from the valour of a man : 
Thy dear love, sworn, but hollow perjury. 
Killing that love which thou hast vow*d to cherish 
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love. 
Mis-shapen in the conduct of tnem both. 
Like powder in a skill-less soIdier*8 flask, 
Is set on fire by thine own ignorance. 
And thou dismembered with thine own defence.^ 
What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive. 
For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead: 
There art thou happy : Tybalt woul4 JmII thee, 

(1) Tom to pieces with tiune own weapons. 
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But thou sIeMr*«t Tybalt ; there art thou happy too. 
The laWf that threaten'd death, b«icomes thy friend^ 
And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy : 
A pack of blessings lights upon thy back ; 
Happiness courts thee in her best array ; 
But, like a mis-behavM and sullen wench, 
Thou pout*st upon thy fortune and thy love : 
Take heed, take heed, for^uch die miserable. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed, 
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her ; 
But, look, thou stay not till the watch be set, 
For then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; 
Where thou shalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Be|^ pardon of the prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thousand times more joy 
Than thou went'st forth in lamentation. — 
Go before, nurse : commend me to thy lady ; 
And bid her hasten all the house to bed. 
Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto : 
Romeo is coming. 

JVitrje. O Lord, I could have staid here all the 
night. 
To hear good counsel : O, what learning is ! — 
My lord, Pli tell my lady you will come. 

Rom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 

J^urse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, sir : 
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. 

[Exit Nurse. 

Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this ! 

Fri. Go hence : Good night ; and here stands all 
your state ;* 
Either be gone before the watch be set, 
Or by the break of day disguis'd from hence : 
Sojourn in Mantua ; PI I find out your man. 
And he shall signify from tkme to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 
Give me thy hand; 'tis late: farewell; goodnight 

(1) The whole of your fortune depends on this. 
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Rom, Bat (hat a joj past joy calls out oa me, 
ft were a grief, so brief to part with thee : 
Farewell [Exeunt 

SCEJVE IK— A room in Capulet*s hottse.' En- 
ter Capulet, Zjody Capulet, and Paris. 

Cap. Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily, 
That we have had no time to move our daughter : 
Look you, she lovM her kinsman Tybalt dearly, 
And so did I ; — Well, we were born to die. — 
'Tis very late, she*U not come down to-night: 
I promise you, but for your company, 
I would have been a-bied an hour ago. 

Par. These times of wo afford no time to woo . 
Madam, good night : commend me to your daugh- 
ter. 

Za. Cap. I will, and know her mind eariy to- 
morrow; 
To-night she's mew'd upi to her heaviness. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate^ tender 
Of my child's love : 1 think, she will be rui'd 
In all respects by me; nay more, I doubt it not 
Wife, go 3'ou to her ere you go to bed ; 
Acquaint her here of my son Paris' love ; 
And bid her, mark you nne, on Wednesday next— 
But, soft; What day is this f 

Par. Monday, my lord. 

Cap. Monday.^ ha! ba! Well, Wednesday is 
too soon, 
O' Thursday let it be;— O* Thursday, tell her. 
She shall be married to this noble earl : — 
Will you be ready ? Do you like this haste ? 
We'll keep no great ado ; — a friend, or two : — 
For hark you, Tybalt being slain so late, 
It may be thought we held him carelessly, 
Being our kinsman, if we revel much: 
Therefore we'll have some half a dozen friends. 
And there an end. But what say you to Thursday: 

(1) Shut up. (2) Bold. 
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Par. My lord, I Troald that Thursday t? ere to. 

morronr. « 
Cap. Well, get you gone : — O' Thursday be it 
then: — 
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed. 
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day. — 
Farewell, my lord. — Light to my chamber, ho ! 
Afore me, it ia so very late, that we 
May ca»!l it early by and by : — Good night [Exe. 

SCEJ^E F".— Juliet's chamber. EnUr Romeo 
and Juliet. 

Jut Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day : 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate-tree : 
Believe nr>e, love, it was the nightingale. 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the mom. 
No nightingale : look, love, what envious stiv>ak9 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : 
Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain-tops ; 
i must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

Jtil. Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I : 
It is some meteor that the sun exhales, 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer. 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua : 
Therefore stay yet, thou need'st not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be taVn, let me be pot to death 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
I'll say, yon grey is not the morning's eye, 
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow;' 
Nor that is not the lark, whose note.!* do bent 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads : 
I have more care2 to stay, than will to go ; — 
Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so. — 
How is't, my soul ^ let's talk, it is not day. 

Jvl. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away ; 

(1) Reflection of the moon. (2) Inclination. 
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It is the lark that sings so oat oS tune, 
Straining harsh discords, andunpleasing sharps. 
Some say, the lark makes sweet division \^ 
This doth not so, for she divideth us : 
Some say, the lark and loathed toad change eyes ; 
O, now, I would they had changed voices too ! 
Since arm from arm that voice doth us ati'ray, 
Hunting thee hence with hunts-up^ to the day. 
O, now be gone ; more light and light it grows. 
Rom. More light and light? — more dark and 
dark our woes. 

Enter Nurse. 

JSTurse. Madam! 

Jul. Nurse.? 

JSTurse. Your lady mother^s coming to your 
chamber : 
The day is broke ; be wary, look about. 

[Exii Nurse. 

Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life out. 

Rom, Farewell, farewell ! one kiss, and I'll de- 
scend. [Romeo descends, 

JuL Art thou gone so f my love ! my lord I my 
friend! 
I must hear from thee every day i'the hour, 
For in a minute there are many days : 
O ! by this count I shall be much in years. 
Ere 1 again behold my Romeo. 

Rom. Farewell ! i will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul. O, thinkSt thou, we shall ever meet again ? 

Rom. I doubt it not ; and all these woes shall serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

Jui. O God ! I have an ill-divining soul : 
Methinks, I see thee now thou art below, 

(1) Division was the technical phrase for musi- 
cal composition. 

(2) A tune played to wake hunters, also a mom- 
ing song to a woman the day after marriage. 
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As ooe dead in the bottom of a tomb: 
Either my eyesight fails, or thou look^st pale. 

Rom. And trust me, love, in my eyes so do you : 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu ! 

[Exit Romea 

Jut O fortune, fortune ! all men call thee fickle : 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That is renown*d for faith ^ Be fickle, fortune ; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 
But send him back. 

La. Cap. [ Within.] Ho, daughter ! are you up f 

Jvl, Who is't that calls .' is it my lady mother.^ 
Is she not down so late, or up so early f 
What unaccustomed cause procures^ her hither ? 

Enter Lady Capulet 
La. Cap, Why, how now, Juliet,' 
Jul. Madam, I am not well. 

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin^s 
death.? 
What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears.' 
Aa if thou could^st, thou could'st not make him live ; 
TAbefore, have done : Some grief shows much of 

love; 
But much of grief shows still some want of wit. 
Jul. Yet let ire weep for such a feeling loss. 
La. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not the 
friend 
Which you weep for. 

Jul. Feeling so the loss, 

I cannot choose but ever weep the friend. 

La. Cap. Well, girl, thou weep*st not so mucn 
for his death, 
As that the villain lives which slaughtered him. 
Jul. What villain, madam .' 
La. Cap. That same villain, Romea 

Jul. Villain and he are many miles asunder. 
God pardon him ! I do, with all my heart ; 

(1) Brings. 
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And yet no man, like he, doth grieve my heart. 

La. Cap. That is, because the traitor murderer 
Hves. 

Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my 
hands. 
'Would, none but I might venge my cousin^s death ! 

Lm. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear 
thou not : 
Then weep no more. Til send to one in Mantua, — 
Where that same banish'd runagate doth live, — 
That shall bestow on him so sure a draught, 
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company : 
And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied. 

JvX. Indeed, I never shall be satisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him — dead — 
Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex'd : 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it ; 
That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof. 
Soon sleep in quiet. — 0, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam'd, — and cannot come to him,— 
To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt 
Upon his body that hath slaughtered him ! 4p 

La. Cap. Find thou the means, and I'll find such 
a man. 
But now ni tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

Jul. And joy comes well in such a needful time : 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship.** 

Lm. Cap. Well, well, thou hast a careful father, 
child: 
One, who, to put thee from thy heaviness, 
Hath sorted out a sudden day of ioy. 
That thou expect'st not, nor 1 loQK^d not for. 

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that .' 

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thursday 
morn. 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 
The county Paris, at saint Peter's church, 
Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 

Jul. Now, by Saint Peter's church, and Peter too. 
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He shall not make m^ there a }cji\A bride. 
I wonder at this haste ; (hat I must wed 
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to wtw. 
I prar you, tell my lord and father, madam, 
I will not marry yet ; and, when 1 do, I swear, 
It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate. 
Rather than Paris : — These are news indeed ! 
Lm. Cap. Here comes your father ; tell him si 
yourself. 
And see how he will take it at ydur hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurse. 

Cap. When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle devr ; 
But for the sunset of my brother*8 son, 
It rains downright. — 

How now? a conduit, girl ? what, still in tears .^ 
Ever more showering ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit*st a bark, a sea, a wind : 
For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea. 
Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy body is, 
Sailing in this salt tlood ; the winds, thy sighs ; 
Wlio, — raging with thy tears, and they with them, — 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
Thy tempest-tossed bo<ly. — How now, wife ? 
Have you delivered to her our decree.' 

La. Cap. Ay, sir ; but she will none, she gives 
you thanks. 
I would, the fool were married to her grave ! 

Qtp. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, 
wife. 
How ! will she none ? doth she not give us thanks ' 
Is she not proud ? doth she not count her bless*d, 
Unw<#thy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 

Jul. Not proud, you have; but thankful, thai 
you have : 
Proud can I never be of what I hate ; 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 

Cap. How now ! how now, chop-logic ! What 
is this' 
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Proud, — and, I thaak you,— ^pd, I thank you not; — 
And yet not proud ; — Mistress minion, you, 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But settle your fine joints 'gainst Thursday next. 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church, * 
Or 1 will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, you green-sickness carrion I out, you baggage! 
You tallow-face! 

La. Cap. Fie, fie ! what, are you mad ? 

Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient 
wretch ! 
I tell thee what, — get thee to church o'Thursday, 
Or never after look me in the face : 
Speak not, reply not, do not answer me : 
My fingers itch. — Wife, we scarce thought us 

bless'd, 
That God had sent us but this only child ; 
But now I see this one is one too much. 
And that we have a curse in having her . 
Out on her, bilding !^ 

JSTurse. God in heaven bless her ! — 

Vou are to blame, my lord, to rate her sa 

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom? hold your 
tongue, 
Good prudence ; smatter with your gossips, go 

JVurse. I speak no treason. 

Cap, ' O, God ye good den ! 

JSTurse. May not one speak f 

Cap. ' Peace, you mumbling fool ! 

Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl, 
F or here we need it not * 

La. Cap. You are too hot. 

Cap. God's bread! itmakesmemad: Day, night, 
late, early, 
At home, abroad, alone, in company. 
Waking, or sleeping, still my care hath been 

(1) Bade woman. 
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To have her nia(ch*d : and having now provided 
A gentleman of princely nai-entage, 
Of fair demesne?, youthful, and nobly trained, 
Stuff'd (as they say) with honourable parts, 
Ppoportion'd as one*a heart could wish a man, — 
Ana then (o have a Wi-elched puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 
To answer— 77/ not loed^ — / cannot love, 
1 am too younfff — 1 pray you^ pardon me f — 
But, an YOU will not wed, JMl pardon you: 
Graze where you will, you shall not house with me ; 
Look to*t, think on*t, 1 do not use to jest. 
Thursdar is near ; lay hand on heart, advise : 
An you be mine, IMI give you to my friend ; 
An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i*the streets, 
For, by my soul, Pll ne'er acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 
Trust to't, bethink you, I'll not be forsworn. [Exit, 

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds. 
That sees into the bottom of ray grief? • 

O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week ; 
Or, !f yoa do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monoment where Tybalt lies. 

Xa. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a 
word; 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [Exit. 

Jul. O God ! — O nurse ! how shall this be pre- 
vented ? 
My husband is on earth, my faith in heayen ; 
'How shall that faith tetmn again to earth. 
Unless that hosband send it me from heaven 
By leaving earth .'—comfort me, counsel mc. — 
Alack, alack, that heaven shouldpractise8trata$i;emfl 
Upon 80 soft a subject as mytelt! — . 
What say 'at thou ? hast thou not a word of joy f 
Some comfort, nurse. 

^urse. 'Faith, here 'tis : Romeo 

Fs banished ; and all the world to nothing. 
That he dares ne'er come back to challei^ yoa ; 

VOL. VIII. N 
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Or, if be do, it needs must be bj stealth. 
Then, Moce the case ao stands as now it doth, 
I thiols it best you married with the county. 
O, he*e a lovely gentleman ! 
Ronieo*s a disbc^t to him ; an eagle, i 
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye. 
As Paris hath. Besbrew my veiy heart, 
I think you are happy in this second matdi. 
For it excels vour first : or if it did not. 
Your first is dead ; or 'twere as good he were. 
At living here and you no use of him. 

•Tii/. Speakest tbou from thy heart? 

Jfurse, From niy soul too 

Or else beshrcw than both. 

JuL Amen! 

JVwne. To what? 

JuL Well, thou hast comforted me marveUoot 
much. 
Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone, 
H»ving displea^M my father, to Laurence* cell* 
fo mdce confession, and to be absolved. 

Aurse. Marry, 1 will ; and this is wisely done. 

[Exit, 

JuL Ancient damnation ! O most wicked fiend! 
Is it more sin — to wiah me thus fixswom. 
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath prais*d him with above compare 
So many thousand times? — Go, counsellor; 
Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain. — 
1*11 to the friar, to know iits remedy ; 
If all else ^1, uiy^elf have power to die. [EaL 



ACT IV. 

SCEJ^E I.—FriarLaMTence'acelL EnUrFritur 
Laurence tuid Paris. 
Fn, On Thursday, sir ? the time is veiy thotl 
Par, My ikther Capulet will have it to; 
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And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste. 

Friar. You say, you do not know the lady's mind; 
Uneven is the course, I like it not. 

Far. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's death, 
And therefore have [ little talk'd of love ; 
For Venus smiles not in a hou^^e of tears. 
Now, sir, her father counts it dangeious. 
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway ; 
And, in his wisdom, hastes o<ir marriage, 
To stop the inundation of her tears ; 
Which, too much minded by herself alone. 
May be put from her by society : 
Now do you know the reason of this haste. 

Fri. I would I knew not why it should be slow*d. 

[Aside. 
Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell 

Enter Juliet 

Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife ! 
Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 
Par. That may be, must be, love, on Thursday 

next. 
Jul. What must be shall be. 
Fri. That's a certain text. 

Par. Come you to make confession to this father? 
JtU. To answer that, were to confess to you. 
Par. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 
Jul. I will confess to you, that 1 love him. 
Par. So will you, I am sure, that you love me. 
Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price. 
Being spoke behind your back, than to your face. 
Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abus'd witL 

tears. 
Jul The tears have got small victory by that ; 
For it was bad enough, before their spite. 
Par. Thoa wroog'st it, more than tears, with that 

report. 
Jul. That is no slander, sir, that is a truth ; 
And what I spake, I spake it to my face. 
P Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast ^ander'd it 
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Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own. — 
Are yoa at leisure, holy father, now ; 
Or shall I come to you at evening mass ? 

Fri. My lei^ire serves me, p^isive daughter 
now : — 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. God shield, I should disturb devotion ! — 
Juliet, on Thureday early will I rouse .you : 
Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiss. 

[Exit Paris. 

Jul. O, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so, 
Come weep with me ; Past hope, past cure, past 
help! 

Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief; 
It strains me past the compass of my wits : 
I hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it, 
On Thursday next be married to this county. 

JvL Tell me not, friar, that thou hear'st of this. 
Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it : 
If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 
Do thou but cidl my resolution wise. 
And with this knife I'll help it presently. 
God join'd my heart and Komeo*s, thou our hands ; 
And ere thTs hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd, 
Shall be the label to another deed. 
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this shall slay them both : 
Therefore, out of thy long-experieuc'd time, 
Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 
*Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knifo 
Shall play the umpire ;> arbitrating that 
Which the commission^ of thy years and art 
Could to no issue of true honour bring. 
Be Dot so long \o speak ; I long to die. 
If what thou speak'st speak not of remedy. 

Fri. Hold, oaughter ; I do spy a kind of hope, 

(1) Decide the struggle between me and my di» 
tresses. 

(2) Authority or power. ^ 
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Which craves as desperate an execution 

As that is desperate which we would prevent. 

If, rather than to marry county Paris, 

Thou hast the strength of wil! to slay thyself: 

Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake 

A thing like death to chide away this shame. 

That cop'st with death himself to scape from it; 

And, if thou dar'st, 1*11 give thee remedy. 

Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than marry PaVis, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 
Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are; chain me with roaring bears, 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
0*er-cover*d quite with dead men*s rattling bones, 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless sculls; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 
And hide me with a dead man m his shroud ; 
Things that, to hear them told, have made m« 

tremble ; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To live an unstainM wife to my sweet love. ' 

Fri. Hold, then ; go home, be meriy, give consent 
To marry Paris : Wednesday is to-morrow ; 
To-morrow-night look that thou lie alone. 
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed. 
And this distilled liquor drink thou off: 
When, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, which shall seize 
Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep 
His natural progress, but surcease to beat : 
No warmth, no breath, ^all testify thou liv'st; 
The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes ; thy eyes' "windows fal>, 
Like death, when he shuts up the day of life ; 
Each part, depriv'd of supple government. 
Shall stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death 
And in this borrowed likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shalt remain full two and forty hours, 
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 
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Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then (as the manner of our country is,) 
In thy best robes un?over'd on the bier, 
Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault. 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 
In the mean time, against thou shalt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift; 
And Ijitber shall he cotne ; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua, 
And this shall free thee from this present shame; 
If no unconstant toy, nor womanish fear, 
Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

Jul. Give me, O give me ! tell me not of fear. 

Fri Hold; get you gone, be strong and pros- 
perous 
% this resolve : PlI send a friar with speed 
To Manlua, with my letters to thy lord. 

Jul. Love, give me strength ! and strength shall 
help afford. 
Farewell, dear father! [Exeunt. 

SCEJ\''E II.— A room in Capulet's hmise. En- 
ter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nur.-e, and Servants. 

Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ. — 
[Exit Servant. 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 

2 Serv. You shall have none ill, sir ; for I'll try 
if they can lick their fingers. 

Cap. How canst thou try them so ? 

2 iierv. Marryj sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot 
lick his own fingers : therefore he, that cannot lick 
his fingers, goes not with me. 

Cap. Go, begone. — {Exit Servant. 

We shall be much unfumish'd for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence .'* 

JWirse. Ay, forsooth. * 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good ou 
her: 
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A peevish self-wiird harlotry it li. 
Enter Juliet. 

JSTurse. See, where she comes from shrift' with 
merry look. 

Cap. How now, my headstrong.^ where have 
you been gadding ? 

Jul. Where I have leam*d me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition , * 

To you, and your behests ;2 and am enjoinM 
By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here'i 
And beg your pardon : — Pardon, 1 beseech you ! 
Henceforward 1 am ever rui'd by j-ou. 

Cap. Send (or the county ; go tell him of this ; 
l*!l have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence* cell ; 
And gave him what becomed^ love I might. 
Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty. 

Cap. Why, I am glad on*t; this is well, — stand up: 
This is as't should be. — Let me see the county ; 
Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither. — 
Now, afore God, this reverend hq'y friar, 
All our whole city is much bound to lu.n. 

Jul. Nurse, will you go with me info my closet, 
To help me noit such needful omaniunts 
As you think fit to^urnish me to-morrow ? 

La. Cap. No, not till Thursday ; there is time 
enough. 

Cap. Go, nurse, go with her :— we'll to church 
to-morrow. [Exeunt J uliet and Nurse. 

Im. Cap. We shall be short in our provision ; 
*Tis now near night. 

Cap. Tuf«h ! I will stir about. 

And all things shall be well, 1 warrant thee, wife: 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her; 
I'll not to bed to-night ; — let me alone ; 
ni play the housewife A)r this once. — What,hd! — 
They are all forth: Well, i will walk myself 

(1) Confession. (2) Commands. (3) Becoming. 
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To county Paris, to prepare him up 

Against to-morrow : my heart is wondrous light, 

Since this same wayward girl is so reclaimM. [Exe. 

SCEJ^E ///.— Juliet's chamber. Enter Juliet 
and Nurse. 

JuL Ajt those attires are best: — But, gentle 
nurse, 
I pray thee. Have me Jo myself to-night ; 
For I have need of many orisons^ 
To move the heavens to smile upon my state. 
Which, well thou know'st, is cross ana full oif an. 

Enter Lady Capulet 

La. Cap, What, are you busy ? do you need 
•my help? 

JvL No, mademn ; we have cull'd such necessaries 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone, 
And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 
For, I am sure, you have your hands full all, 
In this so sudden business. 

La. Cap. Goodnight! 

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 

[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 

Jvl. Farewell! — God knoivs, when we shall 
meet a^ain. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almost freezes up the heat of life : 
1*11 call them back again to comfort me ; 
Nurse ! — What should she do here? 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone. — 
Come, phial. — 

What if this mixture do not work at all ? 
Must I of force be married to the county ? — 
No, no ; — this shall forbid it : — lie thou there.— 

[Laying down a dagger. 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 

(I) Prayers. 
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Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead ; 

Lp!«t in this maiTia«^e he should be dishonoured, 

Because he ntarried me before to Romeo ? 

I fear, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not, 

For he hath still been tried a holy man : 

I will not entertain so bad a thought. — 

How if, when lam laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeem me ? there V a fearful point ! 

Shall I not then be stifled in the vault, 

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in. 

And there die strang;led ere my Ronneo comes ? 

Or, if I live, is it not verv like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Tc^ether with the terror of the place, — 

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle. 

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 

Of all my buried ancestors are pack*d ; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth. 

Lies fest'ring in his shroud ; where, as they say, 

At some hours in the night spints resort ;- — 

Alack, alack ! is it not like, that T, 

So early waking— what with loathsome smells ; 

And shrieks like mandrakes* torn out of the earth. 

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad ;' — 

O ! if I wake, shall I not be distraught,2 

Environed with all these hideous fears ? 

And madly play with my forefather* joints? 

And pluck the inans:led Tybalt from his shroud ? 

And, in tlvs rage, with some great kinsman's bone. 

As with a club, dash out my desjjerate brains ? 

O, look ! methinks, I see my cousin's ghost 

Seeking out R(»neo, that did spit his body 

Upon a rapier's point :— Stay, Tybalt, stay ! — 

(1) The fabulous accounts of the plant called 
fnar^rake give it a degree of animul life, and say 
that when it is torn from the ground it git>an$, which 
is fatal to him that pulls it up. 

(2) Distracted. 



,y Google 



202 ROMEO AND JULIET. Act IF. 

Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee. 

[Hhe throws herself on the bed. 

SCEJSTE /F.— Capulet's Aa//. Enter Lady C&p- 
ulet and Nurse. 

La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more 

spices, nurse. 
JVurse. They call for dates and quinces in the 

pastry. 1 

Enter Capulet 

Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir .' the second cock hath 
crow'd. 
The curfeu bell hath rung, *tis three o'clock :— 
Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica : 
Spare not for cost 

JVurse. Go, go, vou cot-quean, go. 

Get you to bed ; 'faith, youMI be sick to-morrow 
For bis night's watching. 
Cap. No, not a whit; What! I have watch'd 
ere now 
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick. 
La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt^ in 
vour time; 
But I will watch you from such watching now. 

[Exeunt Lady Canulet and Nurse. 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood .'—Now, fel- 
low, 
What's there.? 

Enier Servants, with spits, logs, and baskets. 

1 Serv. lliings for the cook, sir; but I know not 

what 
Cap. Make haste, make haste. [Exit Serv.l— 
Sirrah, fetch drier logs; 
Call Peter, he will show thee where they are. 

2 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs, 

(1) TTie room where pies were made. 

(2) Mouse was a term of endearment to a woman. 
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And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Exit. 
Cap. 'Mass, and well said; A merry whore- 
son! ha, 
Thou shall be logger-head. — Good faith, 'tis day : 
The county will be here with music straight, 

rjtfu5tc within. 
For so he said he would. I hear hira near : — 
Nurse ! — Wife ! — what, ho ! — what, nurse, I say ! 

Enter Nurse. 
Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim her up ; 
ril go and chat with Paris : — Hie, make haste. 
Make haste ! the bridegrocxn he is come already : 
Make haste, I say I [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^TE K.— Juliet's chamber; Juliet on the 
bed. Enter Nurse. 

J^urse. Mistress! — what, mistress !~ Juliet ! — 

fast, I warrant her, she : — 
Why, lamb ! — why, lady !— fie, you slug-a-bed ! — 
Why, love, I say !— madam I swett-heart !— why, 

bride! 
What, not a word ? — you take your pemiyworths 

now; 
Sleep for a week : for the next night, I warrant, 
The county Paris hath set up his rest, 
That you shall rest but little— God forgive me, 
(Marry and amen !) how .«ound is she asleep ! 
I needs must wake her : — Madam, madam, madam! 
Ay, let the county take you in your bed ; 
He'll fright you up, i'faith.— -Will it not be ? 
What, drest ! and in your clothes! and down again ! 
1 must needs wake you : Lady ! lady ! lady ! 
Alas ! alas .'—Help ! help 1 my lady's dead !— 
O, well-a-day, that ever 1 was bom ! — 
Sorae> aqua-vitae, ho ! — my lord ! my lady I 

Enter Lady Capulet. 
La. Cap. What noise is here ? 
.Nurse, O lamentable day ' 
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La. Cap. What is the matter ?* 

JVurse. Look, look . / heavy day ! 

Im. Cap. O me, O me ! — my child, my only life, 
Pevive, look up, or I will die with thee 1— 
Help, help .'—call help. 

Enter Capulet 

Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord is 

come. 
J^rse. She's dead, deceased, she's dead ; alack 

the day i 
La. Cap. Alack the day! she's dead, she's dead, 

she's dead. 
Cap. Ha ! let me see her : — Out, alas ! she's cold ; 
Her blood is settled ; and her joints are stiff; 
Life and these lips have long been separated : 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon ihe sweetest flower of all the field. 
Accursed time [ unfortunate old man ! 
JSTurse. lamentable day I 
La. Cap. O woful time ! 

Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to mak« 
me wail. 
Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak. 

Enter Frtar Laurence aiid FsLnSfWith Musicians. 

Fri. Ccme, is the bride ready to go to church ? 

Cap. Ready to go, but never to return : 
O son, the night before thy wedding-day 
Hath death lain with thy bride : — See, there she lies. 
Flower as she was, ddlowered by hun. 
Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir; 
My daughter be hath wedded ! I win die. 
And leave him all ; lifis leaving, all is doaUi's. 

Par. Have I thought long to see this morning's 
face. 
And doth it give me such a sight as this ? 

La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hateful 
day! 
Most miserable hour, that e'er time saw 
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In lasting labour of his pilgrimage ! 

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 

But one thing to rejoice and solace in, 

And cruel death hath catch'd it from my sight 

J{urae. O wo ! O woful, woful, woful dajr ! 
Most lamentable day ! most woful daj. 
That ever, ever, I did jet behold ! 
O day ! O day ! O day ! O hateful day ! 
Never was seen so black a day as this : 
O woful day, O woful day ! 

P(w. Beguiled, divorced, wronged, spited, slain 
Most detestable death, by thee beguiPd, 
By cruel, cruel thee quite overthrown ! — 
O love ! O life ! — not life, but love in death ! 

Cap. DespisM, distressed, hated, martyr*d, kill*d ' 
Uncomfortable time, why cam'st thou now 
To murder murder our solemnity ? — 
O child ! O child ! — my soul, and not my child !- 
Dead art thou, dead I — alack ! my child' is dead; 
And, with my child, my joys are buried. 

Fri. Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion^s cure Uvea 
not 
In these confusions. Heaven and younelf 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all. 
And all the better is it for the maid : 
Your part in her you could not keep from death , 
But Heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 
The most you sought was — her promotion ; 
For 'twas your heaven, she should be advanced 
And weep ye now, seeing she is advauc'd. 
Above the clouds, as high as heavep itself.^ 
O, in this love, you love your child so ill, 
That you run mad, seeing that she is well : 
She's not well married, that lives married long ; 
But she's best married, ihat dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is. 
In all her best array bear her to church : 
For though fond nature bids us all lament, 
Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment. 
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Cap. All things, that we ordained festival, 
Turn from their office to black funeral : 
Our instruments, to melancholy bells ; 
Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast ; 
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change; 
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse, 
And all things change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, go you in, — and, madam, go with him \ — 
And go, sir Paris ; — every one prepare 
To follow this fair corse unto her grave : 
I'he heavens do lour upon you, for some ill ; 
Move them no more, by crossing their high will. 
[Exe. Capulet, LMdy Capulet, Paris and Friar. 

1 Mus. 'Faith, we may put up our pipes, and be 
gone. 

JSTurse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up ; put up; 
For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. 

[Exit Nurse. 

1 Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may be 
amended. 

Enter Peter. 
Pet. Musicians, O musicians, Hearfs tase^ 
hearVs ease ; O, an yoa will have me live, play — 
hearVs ease. 

1 Mus. Yfhj hear V sense? 

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays 
— My heart is full of wo : O, play me some meny 
dump, I to comfort me. 

2 Mus. Not a dump we ; tis no time to play now 
Pet. You will not then i* 

2 Mus. No. 

Pet. I will then give it you soundly. 
1 Mus. What will you give us f 
Pet. No money, on my faith ; but the gleek :3 J 
will give you the minstrel. 

(1) Dumps were heavy mournful tunes. 

(2) To gleek is to scoff, and a gleekman signified 
aminstreL 
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1 Mus. Then will I give you the serving-creature. 

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature's dagger 
on your pate. I will carry no crotchets: 1*11 re you, 
Pll Ja you ; Do you note me ? 

1 Mus. An you re us, and fa us, you note us. 

2 Mtis. Pray you, put up your dagger, and put 
out your wit 

Pet. Then have at you with my wit ; 1 will dry- 
beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dag- 
ger : — Answer me like men : 

When griping griff the heart doth wound. 
And doleful dumps the mind oppress, 
Then mtuic, with her silver sounds 

Why, silver sound? why, music with her silver 

sound? 

What say you, Simon Catling ? 

1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet 
sound. 

Pet. Pretty ! What say you, Hugh Rebeck ?i 

2 Mvs. I say — silver sound, because musicians 
sound for silver. 

Pet. Pretty too I — ^What say you, James Sound- 
post,? 

3 Mus. 'Faith, I know not what to say. 

Pet. O, I cry you mercy ! you are the singer : I 
will say for vou. It is music with her silver sound, 
because such fellows as you have seldom gold for 
sounding : — 

Then music with her silver sound, 
With speedy he^doth lend redress. 

{Eodt, singing. 

1 Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same ? 

2 Mus. Hang him, Jack ! Come, we'll in here ; 
tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner. [Exeunt. 

(1) * And the jocund rebecks sound/ milt<ni 
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ACT V. 

SCEJ^E /.—Mantua. A street. Enter Romeo. 
Rom. If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep, 
My dreams presage some I'oyful news at hand : 
My bosom's lord' sits ligiitly in his throne; 
And, all this day, an unaccustomM spirit 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 
I dreamt, my lady came and found roe dead ; 
(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to 

think,) 
And breathed such life with kisses in my lips. 
That I revived and was «i emperor. 
Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possessed. 
When but love's shadows are so rich in joy I 

Enter Balthasar. 

News from Verona ! — How now, Balthasar ? 
Dost thou not bring me letters from the fiiar f 
How doth my lady ? Is.ray father well f 
How fares my Juliet? That I ask again; 
For nothing can be ill, if she be well. 

Bal. Then she is well, and nothing can be ill; 
Her body sleeps in Capels' monument. 
And her immortal part with angels lives ; 
1 saw li<>r laid low m her kindred's vauU, 
And p> esently took post to tell it you : 
O pardon me for bringing these ill news, 
Since you did leave it for my office, sir. 

Rom. Is it even so ? then I defy you, stcHrs ! — 
Thou Liiow'st ray lodging ^gct me ink and paper. 
And h le post-horses; I will hence to-night. 

Bal. Pardon me, sir, I will not le«ve yon thus : 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadventure. 

Rom. Tush, thou art deceived ; 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do : 

(1) t. e. Love. 
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Hast thou no letters to me from the friar ? 

Bal. No, my good lord. 

Rom. No matter : get thee gone, 

And hire those horses ; I'll be with tnee straight. 

[Exit Balthasar. 
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night. 
Let's see for means : — O, mischief, thwi art swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men ! 
I do remember an apothecary, — 
And hereabouts he awells, — whom late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhehning brows, 
Culling of simples ;t meagre were his looks. 
Sharp miseiy had worn him to the Dones ; 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung. 
An alli^tor stufTd, and other skins 
Of ill-shapM fishes ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds. 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roe*^, 
Were thinly scattered, to make up a show. 
Noting this penur}', to myself 1 said — 
An if a man did need a poison now. 
Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 
O, this same thought did but fore-run my need ; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 
As I remember, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut — 
What, ho ! apothecaiy ! 

Enter Apothecary. 

Jlp. Who calls so loud ? 

Rom. Come hither, man. — I see, that thou art 
poor; 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding geer^ 
As will disperse itself through all the veins, 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead; 
And that the trunk may be discharged of breath 

(1) Herbs. (2) SluiT. 
VOL. VIIL O 



,y Google 



210 



ROMEO AND JULIET. Act F. 



As violently, as liasty powder fir'd 

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon^s womb. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs 1 have; butMantua^s law 
Is death, to any be that utters them. 

Rom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretchedness, 
And fear*st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks. 
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes, 
Upon thy back hang^s ragged misery, ' 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law : 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will, consents. 

Rom. i^y thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 
And drink it off; apd, if you baa the strength 
Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight. 

Rom, There is thy gold ; worse poison to men's 
souls, 
-Doing more murders in this loathsome world. 
Than these poor compounds that thou may'st not 

sell: 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell ; buy food, and ^et thyself in flesh. — 
Come, cordial, and not poison ; go with me 
To Juliet's grave, for ihere must I use thee. [E.xe. 

SCEJ^E IL— Friar Laurence's cell Enter Friar 
John. 

John, Holy Franciscan friar ! brother, ho ! 

Enter Friar Laurence 

Lau. This same should be the voice of friar 
John. — 
Welcome from Mantua : What sa^s Romeo? 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

John. Goine to find a barefoot brother out, 
One of our order to associate me. 
Here in this city visiting the sick. 
And finding him, the searchers of the town, 
Suspecting that we both were in a bouse 
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Where the infectious |)estilence did reisfn, 
SeaPd up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 
So that my speed to Mantua there was stay'd. 

Jmu. Who bare my letter then to Romeo? 

John, I could not send it, — here it is a^D,— 
Nor get a messenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of infection. 

Lau. Unhappy fortune I by my brotherhood. 
The letter was not nice,'* but full of charge, 
Of dear imjxirt ; and the neglecting it 
May do much danger : Friar John, go hence ; 
Get me an ii-on crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my cell. 

John. Brother, IMI go and bring*t thee. [ExiL 

Iaiu. Now must I to the monument a!one : 
Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake ; 
She will beshrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents : 
''o* T will write again to Mantua, 
Ana keep her at my cell till Romeo come : 
Poor living corse, cloi>M in a dead man^s tomb ! 

[Exit 

SCEJ\''E III. — A chvrch-yardy' in ity a monu- 
ment belonging to /Ae Cupulets. £/i/cr Paris; 
and his Page, bearing Jlowers and a torch. 

Par. Give me thy torch, boy : Hence, and stand 
aloof; — 
Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 
Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along, 
Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground ; 
So shall no foot upon the church-yard tread 
(Being loose, unfirin, with digging up of graves,) 
But tlKHi shalt hear it : whistle then to me, 
As .signal that thou hear^st something approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 

Page. 1 am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here ia the church-yard ; yet I will adventure. 

• [Retire»^ 

(1) t. e. On a trivial or idle subject 
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Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy bri- 
dal bed : 
Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit dost eontain 
The perfect model of eternity ; 
Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remnm, 
Accept this latest favour at my hands ; 
That living honourM thee, and, being dead, 
With funeral pi-aises do adorn thy tomb ! 

[ The boy lohtsiles. 
The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed fo<A wanders this way to-night, 
To cross my obsequies, and true-love's rites ? 
What, with a torch ! — mufBe me, night, a while. 

[Retires. 

Enter Romeo and Balthasar, with a torch, mat' 
tocky 4-c. 

Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching 
iron. 
Hold, take this letter ; early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 
Give me the light : Upon thy life -I chaj^e thee, 
Whatever thou hear*st or seest, stand all aloof, 
And do not interrupt me in my course. 
Why I descend into this bed of death. 
Is, partly, to behold my lady's face : 
But, chiefly, to take hence from her dead finger 
A precious ring ; a ring that I must use 
In dear employment :^ therefore hence, be gone :— 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do. 
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint. 
And strew tliis hungry church-yard with thy limbs : 
The time and my intents are savage-wild ; 
More fierce, ancf more inexorable far, 
Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 

Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Rom. So shalt thou show me friendship. — Take 
thou that : 

(1) t. e. Action of importance. 
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Live, and be prosperous ; and farewell, goot' fellow. 

Bal. For all (his same, I'll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. [Retires. 

Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb o( death, 
Goi^'d with the dearest morsel of the earth, 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

[Breaking' open the door of the monvmenL 
And, in despite, V\\ cram thee with more food. 

Par. This is that banishM haughty Montague, 
That murdered my love's cousin ; — with which griet, 
It is supposed the fair creature died ; — 
And here is come to do some villanous shame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. — 

[Advances. 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague ; 
Can vengeance be pursuM further than death ? 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee : 
Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die. 

Rain. 1 must, indeed; and therefore came I 
hither. — 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man, 
Fly hence and leave me ; — think upon these ffonc ; 
Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youUi, 
Heap not another sin upon my head, 
By urging me to fury : — O, be eone ! 
By heaven, I love thee better than myself: 
For I come hither arm'd against myself: 
Stay not, begone ; — live, and hereafter say — 
A madnmn's mercy bade thee run away. 

Far. I do defy thy conjurations,^ 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me.'' then have at thee, 
boy. [Theyjight. 

Page. O lord! they fight: I will go call the 
watch. [Exit Page. 

Par, O, I am slain ! [Falls.] — If thou be mer- 
ciful, 

(1) I do refuse to do as thou conjurest me to do, 
t. e. depart 
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Open the tomb, lay me with Juhet. [2>teff. 

Bxim. In faith, I will : — Let me peruse thi? 
face ; — 
Mercatio*s kinsman, noble county Paris : — 
What said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode ? i think, 
He told me, Paris should have married Juliet ; 
Said he not so ? or did 1 dream it so ? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was so? — O, give me thy hand. 
One writ with me in sour misfortune's book .' 
rU bury thee in a triumphant grave, — 
A grave ? O, no ; a lantern,' slaughter'd youth, 
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presences full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interred. 

\Layin^ Paris in the monument. 
How oft when men are at the point of death 
Have they been merry ? which their k«eei)ers call 
A lightning before death : O, how may I 
Call this a lightning? — O, my love ! my wife ! 
Death that hath suck'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquerM ; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks. 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there. — 
Tybalt, liest thou there m thy bloody sheet ? 
O, what more favour can I do to thee. 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To sunder his that was thine enemy ? 
Forgive nie, cousin ! — Ah I dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet so fair ? Shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 
And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour? 

(1) The allusion is to a louvre or turret full of 
windows, by means of which ancient halls, &c. are 
illuminated. ' 

(2) Presence-chamber. 
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For fear of that, I will still stay with thee ; 

And never from this palace of dim night 

Depart again ; here, nere will I remain 

With worms that are thy chambermaids ; O, here 

Will I set up my everlasting rest ; 

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 

From this world-wearied flesh. — Eyes, look youi 

last! 
Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips, O you 
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! — 
Come, bitter conduct,' come, unsavoury guide I 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashmg rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here's to my love I — [Drinks.] O, true apothecary ! 
Thy drugs are quick. — Thus with a kiss I die. 

[Dies. 

Enter at the other end of the church-yard^ Friar 
Laurence, with a lantern^ croiOy and spade. 

Fri. Saint Francis be my speed ! how oft to-night 
Have my old feet stumbled at graves.'* — Who's 

there ? 
Who is it that consorts, so late, the dead .•* 

Jial. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows 
you well. ^ 

Fri. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good my friend, 
What toi-ch is yond', that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeless sculls .'' as I discern, 
It burneth in the Capels' monument. * 

Bal. It doth so, holy sir ; and there's my master, 
One that you love. 

Fri. Who is it.'* 

Bal. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he been there .'* 

BaL Full half an hour. 

Fri. Go with me to the vault. 

Bal, I dare not, sir : 

(1) Conductor. 
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My master knows not, but \ am gone hence; 
And fearfully did menace me wjlh death, 
If I did stay to look on his intents. 

Fri. Stay then, IMl go alone : — Fear comes upon 
me: 
O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing. 

Bal. As I did sleep under this yew-tree here, 
I dreamt my master and another fought 
And that my master slew him. 

Fri. Romeo! {Advances, 

Alack, alack, what blood is this, which stains 
The stony entrance of this sepulchre .•* — 
What mean these masterless and gory swords 
To lie discolour'd by this place of peace .' 

\EnUrs the monmnent. 
Romeo! O, pale ! — Who else ^ what, Paris too f 
And steep'd in blood ? — Ah, what an unkind hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance ! — 
The lady stirs. [Juliet wakes and stirs. 

Jul. O, comfortable friar ! where is my lord f 
I do remember well where I should be. 
And there I am : — Where is my Romeo ? 

[JVoise within. 

Fri. I hear some noise. — Lady, conne from that 

I\£St 

Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep ; 
A grater power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come away : 
Thy hnpband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 
And Rris too. Come, Til dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns : 
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming; 
Come, go, good Juliet, — [JSToise again.] I dare 
stay no longer. [Exit. 

Jul. Go, get thee nence, for I will not away. 
What's here? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand.^ 
Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end ; — 
churl ! drink all ^ and leave no friendly drop 
To help me after ? — 1 will kiss thy lips ; 
Hapfy, some poison yet doth hang on them. 
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To make me die with a restorative. [Kisses him. 
Thy lips are warm ! 

1 Watch. [fVithtn.] Lead, boy :— Which way? 

JuL Yea, noise ? — then I'll be brief. — O happy 

dagger ! [Snatching Romeo's dagger. 

This is thy wwath ; [Stabs herself.] there rust, and 

let me die. 

[Falls on Romeo's body^ and dies. 

Enter Watch, with the Page of Paris. 

Page. This is the place ; there, where the torch 
doth bum. 

1 JVatch. The ground is bloody ; Search about 

the church-yard: 
Go, scMiie of you, whoe'er you find, attach. 

[Exeunt some. 
Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain ; — 
And Juliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead. 
Who here hath lain these two days buried. — * 
Go, tell the j>rince,— run to the Capulets, — 
Raise up the Montagues, — some othei-s search ; — 
[Exeunt the other Watchmen. 
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie ; 
But the true ground of all these piteous woes, 
We cannot without circumstance descry. 

ErUer some of the Watch, totVA Balthasar. 

2 Watch. Here's Romeo's raan, we found him 

in the church-yard. 
1 Watch. Hold him in safety, till the prince come 
hither. 

Enter another Watchman, with Friar Laurence. 

3 Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs, 

and weeps : 
We look this mattock and this spade from him, 
As he was coming from this church-yard side. 
1 Watch. A great suspicion ; Stay the friar too. 



\iss^ 



,y Google 



218 ROMEO AND JUUET. Act T. 

Enter the Prince and Attendants. 

Prince. What misadventure is so early up, 
That calls our person from our moroiog^s rest ? 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and othe.s. 

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek 

abroad ? 
La. Cap. The people in the street ciy— Romeo, 
Some — Juliet, ana some — Paris ; and all run. 
With open outcry toward our monument 

Prince. What fear is this, which startles in our 

ears? 
1 Watch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris 
slain ; 
And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before. 
Warm and new kill'd. 
Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul 
t murder comes. 

1 Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughtered Ro- 
meo*s man ; 
With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men^s tombs. 

Cap. O, heavens !— O, wife ! look how our daugh- 
ter bleeds ! 
This dagger hath mista'en, — for lo ! his house' 
Is empty on the back of Montague, — 
And is mis-sheathed in my dauffhter*s bosom. 

La. Cap. O me ! this sight of death is as a bell. 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Montague and others. 

Prince. Come, Montague; for thou art early up. 
To see thy son and heir more early down. 

J^fon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night ; 
Grief of my son's exile hath stopped her breath: 
What further wo conspires against mine age ? 

Prince. Look, and thou shalt see. 

(1) t. e. The scabbard. 
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JIfon. O thou untaught ! what manners is in this, 
To press before thy father to a grave ? 

Prince. Seal up the inouth of outrage for a while, 
Till we can clear these ambiguities, 
And know their spring, their head, their true de- 
scent ; * 
And then will I be general of your woes, 
And lead you even to death : Mean time forbear, 
And let mischance be slave to patience. — 
Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

Fri. I am the greatest, able to do least, 
Yet most suspected, as the time and place 
Doth make against me, of this direful murder ; 
And here I stand, both to impeach and puige 
Myself condemn*d and myself accused. 

Prince. Then say at once what thou dost know 
in this. 

Fri. I will be brief, for my short date of breath 
Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 
Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet ; 
And she, there dead, that Romeo*s faithful wife : 
I married them ; and their stolen marriage-day 
Was Tybalt's doomsday, whose untimely death 
BanishM the new-made bridegroom from this city ; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd. 
You — to remove that siege^ of grief from her, — 
Betroth'd, and would have married her perfor<:e. 
To county Paris : — Then comes she to me ; 
And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means 
To rid her from this second marriage, 
Or, in my cell there would she kill h^^rself. 
Then gave I her, so tufor'd by my art, 
A sleeping-potion : which so took effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The form of death : meantime I writ to Romeo, 
That he should hither come at this dire night, 
To help to take her from her borrow'd grave, 
Being the time the potion's force shonld cease. 

(1) Seat. 
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But he which bore my letter, friar Jc^n, 
Was staid by accident ; and yesternight 
RetuniM my letter back : Then all alone, 
At the prefixed hour of her waking, 
•Came I to take her from her kindred*s vault ; 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell. 
Till I conveniently could send to Romeo : 
But, when I came (some minute ere the time 
Of her awakening,) here untimely lay 
The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead. 
She wakes ; and I entn^ated her come forth. 
And bear this work of heaven with patience: 
But then a noise did scare me from the tomb ; 
And she, too desf)erate, would not go with me, 
But (as it seems,) did violence on herself. 
All this I know ; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy : And, if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacrific'd, some hour before his time, 
Unto the rigour of severest law. 

Prince. We still have known thee for a holy man. 
Where's Romeo's man ? what can he say in this } 

Bal. I brought my master news of Juliet's death ; 
And then in post he came from Mantua, 
To this same place, to this same monument 
This letter he early bid me give his father ; 
And threaten'd me with death, going in the vault, 
If I departed not, and left him &ere. 

Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on it. — 
Where is the county's page, that rais'd the watch ^ — 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place } 

Page. He came with flowers to strew his lady's 
grave; 
And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : 
Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb ; 
And, by and by, my master drew on him ; 
And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's 
words. 
Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 
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And here he writes — that he did buy a poison 

Of a po5r Apothecary, and therewithal 

Came to this vault to die, and lie wilh Juliet. — 

Where be these eneniies ? Capulet ! Montague! — 

See, what a scoui^e is laid upon your hate, 

That Heaven finds means to kill your joys with love ! 

And 1, for winking at your discords too, 

Have lost a brace of kinsmen :i — all are punishM. 

Cap. O, brother Montague, give me thy hand : 
This is my daughter's jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Man. But I can give thee more : 

For I will raise her statue in pure gold ; 
That, while Verona by that name is known, 
There shall no figure at such rate be set. 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie ; 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity ! 

Prince. A glocxning peace this morning with it 
brings ; 

The sun for sorrow will not show his head : 
Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things ; 

Some shall be pardon^, and some punished : 
For never was a story of more wo. 
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [Exeunt. 



This play is one of the most pleasing of our 
author's performances. The scenes are busy and 
various, incidents numerous and important, the ca- 
tastrophe irresistibly affecting, and the process of 
the action carried on wilh such probability, at least 
with such congruity to popular opinions, as tragedy 
requires. 

Here is one of the few attempts of Shakspeare to 



(1) Mercutio and Paris. 
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exhibit the conversation of gentlemen, to repre- 
sent the airy sprightliness of juvenile elegance. 
Mr. Drvden mentions a tradition, which might 
easily reach his time, of a declaration made by 
Shakspeare, that he was obliged to killMercutio in 
the third Act J lest he should have been killed by 
him. Yet he thinks him no svck Jbrmidable pet' 
son, but that he might have lived through the play^ 
and died in hie bed, without danger to the poet. 
Dryden well knew, had he been in quest of truth, 
m a jKjinted sentence, that more regard is com- 
monly had to the words than the thought, and that 
it is very seldom to be rigorously understood. Mer- 
cutio's wit, gaiety, and courage, will always pro- 
cure him friends that wish him a longer life; but 
his death is not precipitated, he has lived out the 
time allotted him in the construction of the play ; 
nor do 1 doubt the ability of Shakspeare to have 
continued his existence, though some of h|^ sallies 
are perhaps out of the reach of Dryden; whose 
genius was not very fertile of memment, nor duc- 
tile to humour, but acute, argumentative, compre- 
hensive, and sublime. 

The Nurse is one of the characters in which 
the author delighted : he has, with great subtilty 
of distinction, drawn her at once loquacious and 
secret, obsequious and insolent, trusty and dis- 
honest. 

His comic scenes are happily wrought, but his 
pathetic strains are always polluted with Pome un- 
expected depravations. His persons, however dis- 
tressed, have a conceit left them in their viijcry, 
a miserable conceit. 

JOHNSON. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Claudius, king of Denmark. 

Hamlet, son to the Jbrmer king, and nepkew to 

the present king. 
Polonius, lord chamberlain. 
Horatio, yWerMi to Hamlet. 
Laertes, son to Polonius. 
Voltimand, 

► courtiers. 

Guildenstern, J 

Osric, o courtier ' ' 

Another Courtir^. ^ 

A Priest. 

Marcellus,) Q/K^grs 

Bernardo, ) 

Francisco, a soldier. 

Reynaldo, servant to Polonius. 

A Captain. An Ambassador. 

Ghost of HamleVs father. 

Fortinbras, prince of Jforuoay. 

Gertrude, queen of Denmarkf and mother of 

Hamlet. 
Ophelia, daughter of Polonius. 

Lords, Ladies, Queers, Soldiers, Players, Grave- 
diggers, Sailors, Messengers, and other At' 
tendants. 



Scene, Elsinore. 
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SCEJiTE 7.— Elsinore. A platform before ihs 
castle. Francisco on Aw post Enter to him 
Bernardo. 

Bernardo. 

WhO»S there? 

Fran. Naj, answer me : stand, and unfold 

Yourselfl 

Ber. Long live the king ! 

Fran. Bernardo ? 

Ber. He. 

Fran. You come most carefully upon your hour. 

Ber. 'Tis now struck twelve ; get thee to bed, 
Francisco. 

Fran. For this relief, much thanks: *tis bitter 
cold, 
And I am sick at heart. 

Ber. Have you had quiet guard ? 

^'ran. Not a mouse stirrin«:. 

Ber. Well, good night 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals* of my watch, bid them make haste. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran. I think, I hear them.— Stand, ho .' Who 
is there ? 

VOL. VIII. ^') Partners. 
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Hot. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 

Fran. Give you good night. 

Mar. O, farewell, honest soldier: 

Who hath reliev'd you ? 

Fran. Bernardo hath my place. 

Give you good night. [Exit Francisco. 

Mar. Holla! Bernardo! 

Ber. Say 

What, is Horatio there ? 

Hot. a piece of him. 

Ber. Welcome, Horatio; welcome, good Mar- 
cellus. 

Hot. What, has this thing appeared again to- 
night ? 

Ber, I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says, Uis but our fantasy; 
And will not let belief take hold of him. 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us ; 
Therefore I have entreated him, along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
That, if again this apparition come. 
He may approve* our eyes, and speak to it 

Hor. Tush ! tush ! 'twill not appear. 

Ber. Sit down a while ; 

And let us once again assail your ears, 
That are so fortified against our story, 
What we two nights have seen. 

Hor. Well, sit we down, 

And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber. Last night of all. 
When yon same star, that's westward from the 

pole, 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Marcellus, and myself, 
The bell then beating one, — 

Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes 
again! 

(1) Make good, or establish. 
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Enter Ghoet. 

Ber. In (he same figure like the king that's dead. 

Mar. Thou art a i>choIar, speak to it, Horatio. 

Ber. Looks it not like the king? mark it^ Horatia 

Hor. Most like : — it harrows' me with fear, and 
wonder. 

Ber. It would be spoke to. 

Mar, Speak to it, Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou, that usurp^t this time of 
night, 
Tc^ether with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march f by heaven I charge thee, 
speak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Ber. See ! it stalks away. 

Hor. Stay ; speak : speak I charge thee, speak. 
[Exit Ghost. 

Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not answer. 

Ber. How now, Horatio ^ you tremble, and look 
pale: 
Is not this something noore than fantasy f 
What think you of it ? 

Hor. Before my God, T might not this believe, 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king? 

Hor. As thou art to thyself: 
Such was the very armour he had on. 
When he the ambitious Norway combated ; 
So frownM he once, when, in angry pa;le,2 
He smote the sledded^ Polack^ on the ice. 
'Tis strange. 

Mar. Thus, twice before, and jump* at this dead 
hour, 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 

(1) Conquers. (2) Dispute. (3) Sledged. 

(4) Polander, an inhabitant of Poland. 

(5) Just. 
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Hot. lDwbatpartica)artboagfattowork,IkiiOfif 
not; 
Bat, io the gross and scope of miiie (^pinioo. 
This bodes some strange eniptioo to our state. 

Jdar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, be tbal 
knows, 
Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nigfatljr t(Nls the subject of the land ; 
And why sach daily cast of brazen cannon. 
And fi^reign mart for implements of war ; 
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week : 
What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day ; 
Who is*t, that can inform me ? 

Hot. That can I ; 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king. 
Whose image even but now appeared to us. 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride, 
DarM to the combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet 
(For so this side of our known world esteemM him,) 
Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a sealM compact. 
Well ratified bv law and heraldry. 
Did forfeit, with his life, all those bis lands 
Which he stood seized of, to tlje conqueror: 
A^nst the which, a moiety comp)etent 
Was gaged by our king ; which had retum'd 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same co-mart,< 
And carriage of the article design'd,2 
lAU fell to Hamlet: Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full,^ 
Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 
SharkM^ up a list of landless resoluteS, 

(1) Joint bargain. 

(2) The covenant to confirm that bargain. 

(3) Foil of spirit without experience. 

(4) Picked. 
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For food and diet, to some enterprise 

That hath a stomach > in*t : which is no other 

(As it doth well appear unto our state,) 

But to recover of us, by strong hand, 

And terms compulsatory, those 'foresaid lands 

So by his father lost : And this, I take it, 

Is the main motive of our preparations ; 

The source of this our watch ; and the chief head 

Of this post-haste and romage2 in the land. 

[Ber. I think, it be no other, but even so : 
Well may it 8ort,s that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ; so like the king 
That was, and is, the question of these wars. 

Hor. A mote it is, to trouble the mind's eye. 
In the most high and palmy4 state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell. 
The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets. 

As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, 
Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star,* 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands, 
Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse. 
And even the like precurse of fierce events,— 
As harbingers preceding still the fates. 
And prologue to the omenS coming on. 
Have heaven and earth together cfemonstrated 
Unto our cliraatures and countrymen.—] 

Re-enter Ghost. 
But, soft ; behold ! lo, where it comes again ! 
1 11 cross It, though it blast me.— Stay, illusion ! 
If thou hast any sound, or use of voice, 
Speak to me : 

If there be a*ny good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do ease, and grace to me. 
Speak to me : 

(1) Resolution. (2) Search. (3) Suit. 
(4) Victorious. (5) The moon. (6) Event. 
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If thou art privy to thy country's fate. 
Which, happily, foreknowing raay avoid, 
O, speak I 

Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treasure in the womb of earth. 
For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 
[Cock crows. 
Speak of it: — stay, and speak. — Stop it, Marcellus. 

Mar. Shall 1 strike at it with my partizan ^ 

Hor. Do, if it will not stand. 

Ber. 'Tis here ! 

Hor. 'Tis here ! 

Mar. 'Tis gone! [ExitGhoii. 

We do it *vrong, bein^ so majestical. 
To offer it the show of violence ; 
For it is, as the air, invulnerable, • 
And our vain blows malicious mockery/ 

Ber. It was about to sp>eak, when the cock crew. 

A/or, And then it started, like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 
The cock, that is the trumpet of the morn. 
Doth with his lofly and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day; and, at his warning. 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 
The extravagant and erring' spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth herein 
This present object made probation.2 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated. 
This bird of dawning singeth all night long : 
And then they say no spirit dares stir abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm, 
So haliowM and so gracious is the time. 

Hor. So I ha»'e heard, and do in part believe iL 
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill : 

(1) Wandering. (2) Proof. 
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Break *we our watch up ; and, by ray advice, 
Let us impart what we liave seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet : for, upon my life. 
This spirit, dumb to us, will s^pcak to him : 
Do you consent we sh&ll acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? 

Mar. Let's do't, I pray; and I this morning know 
Where we shall find him most convenient [Exe. 

SCE:J^E II.— The same. A room of state in the 
same. Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polo- 
jiius, Laertes, Yoltiniand, Cornelius, Lords, mid 
Attendants. 

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's 
death 
The memory bp green ; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of wo ; 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature, 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our <|ueen. 
The imperial jointress of this warlike state. 
Have we, as 'twere, with a defeated py, — 
With one auspicious, and one dropp ng eye; 
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage. 
In equal scale weighing delight and dole,' 
Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along: — For all, j)ur thanks. 

Now follows, that you know,youjigFortinbra8, — 
Holding a weak supposal of our worth ; 
Or thinking, by our late dear b other's death. 
Our state to be disjoint and ou; of frame, 
Colleagued with this dream of his advantage. 
He hath not fail'd to pe-ster us with message. 
Importing the surrender of those lands. 
Lost by his father, with all band!>2 of law, 

(\) Grief. (2) IJonds. 
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To our most valiant brother. — So much for Wra. 
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much the business is : We have here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,— 
Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew's purpose, — to suppress 
His further gait^ herein ; in that the levies. 
The lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject : — and we here despatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 
Giving to you no further personal power ■ 

To business with the king, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow. 
Farewell : and let your haste commend your duty. 

Cor, Vol In that, and all things^ will we show 
our duty. 

Kirig. We doubt it nothing ; heartily farewell. 
[Exeunt Voltimand ana Cornelius. 
And now, Laertes, what's the ne^s with you ? 
You told us of some suit ; What is't, Laertes ^ 
You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 
And lose your voice: What would'st thou beg, 

Laertes, 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 
The head is not more native to the heart. 
The hand nnore instrumental to the mouth. 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What would'st thou have, Laertes ^ 

Laer. My dread lord. 

Your leave and favour to return to France; 
Frofn whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To show my duty in your coronation ; 
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done. 
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

Kinff. Have you your father's leave ? What says 
Polonius f 

(I) Way, path. 



,y Google 



Seens IL PRINCE OF DENMARK. 



233 



Pol. He hath, my lord, [wrung from me my slow 
leave. 
By laboursome ])etition ; and, at last. 
Upon his will I sealM my hard consent :] 
I do beseech you, pve him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine, 
And thy best graces : spend it at thy will. — 
J5ut now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, 

Ham. A Uttle more than kin, and less than kind.i 

[Jlside. 

King. How is it that the clouds still hang on you ? 

Vatn. Not so, my lord, I am too much iUhesun. 

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled lids^ 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know*st, *ti8 conunon ; all, that live, must die, 
losing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be, 

Why seems it so particulai^with thee ? 

Ham. Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know not 
seems. 
*Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor customary suits of solemn black. 
Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath. 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected haviour of the visage. 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of griefi 
That can denote me truly : These, indeed, seem. 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within, which passeth show ; 
These, but the trappings and the suits of wo. 

King, *Tis sweet and commendable in your na- 
ture, Hamlet, 
To give these mourning duties to your father : 

(1) Nature : a little more than a kinsman, and 
less than a natural one. 

(2) Lowering eyes. 
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Bat, you must know, your &ther lost a father ; 

That father lost his ; and the sur?ivor bound 

In filial obligation, for some term 

To do obsequious sorrow : But to persever 

In obstinate condolement, is a course 

Of impious stubbornness ; *tis unmanly grief: 

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 

A heart unfortified, or mind impatient ; 

An understanding simple and unschooPd : 

For what, we know, must be, and is as common 

As any the most vulgar thing to sense. 

Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 

Take it to heart ? Fie ! 'tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 

To reason most absurd ; whose common theme 

Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried. 

From the first corse, till he that died to-day. 

This must be so. We pray vou, throw to earth ^ 

This unprevailinff wo ; and think of us 

As of a father : tor let the world take note. 

You are the most immefliate to our throne ; 

And, with no less nobility of love. 

Than that which dearest father bears his son. 

Do I impart toward you. For your intent 

In going back to school in Wittenberg, 

It is most retrograde^ to our desire : 

And, we beseech you, bend you to r^nain 

Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen. Let not tliy mother lose her prayers, 
Hamlet ; 
I pray thee, stay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I shall in all my best obey you madam. 

King. Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply ; 
Be as ourself in Denmark. — Madam, come; 
This gentle and unforc*d accord of Hamlet 
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof. 
No jocund health, that Denmark drinks to-day, 

(I) Contrary. 
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But the ereat cannon to the cloads shall tell ; 
And the king^s rouse^ the heaven sliall bruit^ ag;ain, 
Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

\Kxeunt King, Queen, Lordsy 8;c. rolonius, 
and Laertes. 
Ham. O, that this too too solid flesh would melt, 
Thaw, and resolve^ itself into a dew ! 
Or, that the Everlasting had not fixM 
His canon* *gainst self-slaughter ! O God ! O God ! 
How wear}*, stale, flat, and unprofitable, 
Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 
Fie onU ! O fie ! *tis an unweeded garden. 
That grows to seed; things rank, and gross in 

nature, 
Possess it merely.* That it should come to this ! 
But two months dead ! — nay, not so much, not two : 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 
Hyperion* to a satyr: so loving to my mother. 
That he might not beteem^ the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 
Must I remember ? why, she would hang on him, 
As if increase of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on ; And yet, within a month, — 
Let me not think on't ;— Frailty, thy name is 

woman ! — 
A little month ; or ere those shoes were old. 
With which she followed my poor father's body. 
Like Niobe, all tears ; — wl y she, even she, — 
O heaven ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason, 
Would have roouroM longer, — married with my 

uncle. 
My father's brother ; but no more like my father. 
Than 1 to Hercules : Within a month ; 
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, 
She married : — O most wicked speed, to post 

(1) Draught. (2) Report. (3) Dissolve. 
(4) Law. (5) Entirely. (6) Apollo. 

(7) Suffer. 
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With such dexterity to incestuous sheets ! 

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good ; 

But break, my heart : for I must hold my tongue ! 

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 

Hot. Hail to your lordship. 

Ham. I am glad to see you well : 

Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 

Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant 
ever. 

Ham. Sir, my good friend ; I^Il change that 
name with you. 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio.^— 
Marcellus.^ 

Mar. My good lord, 

Ham. I am very glad to see you ; good even, 
sir. — 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenbei^ f 

Hor. A truant dispositiixi, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your enemy say SD .• 
Nor shall ^ou do mine ear that violence, 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself: I know, you are no truant 
But what is your affair in Elsinore ? 
WeUl teach you to drink deep ere you depart 

Hor. My lord, I came to see your father^s funeral. 

Htun. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow- 
student ; 
I think, it was to see my raother^a wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it followed hard upon. 

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio : the funeral-bakM 
meats^ 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 
*Would I had met my dearest^ foe in heaven 
Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio ! — 
My father, — Methinks, I see my father. 

(1) It was anciently the custom to give a cold 
entertainment at a funeral. 
(2)t;hiefest 
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Hot. * Where, 

My lord? 

Ham, In my mind^s eye, Horatia 

Hot. I saw him once, he was a g^oodiv kiner. 

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in aU, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hot. My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 

Ham. Saw ! who ? 

Hot. My lord, the king your father. 

Ham. The king my father ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent' ear ; till I may deliver, 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen. 
This marvel to you. 

Ham. For God's love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights toother had these gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, cm Uieir watch. 
In the dead waist and middle of the night. 
Been thus encountered. A figure like your father, 
Armed at point, exactly, cap-a-pe, 
Appears before them, and, with solemn march. 
Goes slow and stately b^ them : thrice he walk'd, 
By their oppressed and fear-surprised eyes. 
Within his truncheon's length ; while they, distill'd 
Almost to jelly witfi the act of fear. 
Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me, 
In dreadful secrecy, impart they did ; 
And I with them, the third night, kept the watch : 
Where, as they had delivered, both in time. 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes : I knew your father ; 
These hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Hor. My lord, upon the platform where we 
watch'd. 

Ham. Did you not speak to it.' 

Hor. My lord, I did 

But answer made it none : yet once, methought, 

(1) Attentive. 
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It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud ; 
And at the sound it shrunk m haste away, 
And vantshM from our sight. 

Ham. 'Tis very strange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honoured lord, 'tis true ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty, 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ^ 
. All We do, my lord. 

Ham^ Arm'd, say you ^ 

All. Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe .' 

All. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then saw you not 

His face.-* 

Hor. O, yes, my lord ; be wore his beaver^ up. 

Ham. What, lookM be frowningly f 

Hor. A countenance more 

In sorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale, or red .? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fix.M his eyes upcm you } 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I would, I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amazM you. 

Ham. Very like, 

Very like : Stay'd it long } 

Hor. While one with moderate haste might tell 
a hundred. 

Mar. Ber. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when I saw it. 

Ham. His beard was grizzled ? no ? 

Hor. It was, as I have seen it in his life, 
A sable silverM. 

Ham. I will watch to-night ; 

(i) That part of the helmet which may be lifted up 
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Perchance, ^twill walk again. 

Hor. I warrant, it will. 

Ham. If it assume my noble father's ))er8on, 
ril speak to it, though hell itself should gai>e, 
And bid me hold my peace. 1 i)ray you all. 
If you have hitherto concealed this sight. 
Let it be tenable in your silence still ; 
And whatsoever else Aall hap to-nighW 
Give it an understanding, but no toiigii^ 
I will requite your loves : So, fare you well : 
Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 
I'll visit you. 

All. Our duty to your honour. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you : Fai-ewell. 
[Exeunt Horatio, Marcellus, and Beniardo. 
My father's spirit in arms ! all is not well ; 
i doubt some foul play : 'would, the night were 

come! 
Till then sit still, my soul : Foul deeds will rise, 
Though all the earth -o'erwhelm them, to men's 
eyes. [Exit. 

SCEJ^TE HI. — A room in Polonius's hov.se. En- 
ter Laertes and Ophelia. 

Laer. My necessaries are embark'd ; farewell : 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit, 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep. 
But let me hear from you. 

Oph. Do you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of hii favoui; 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 
A violet in the youth of primy nature. 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute ; 
No more. 

Oph. No more but so ? 

Laer. Think it no mora i 

For nature, crescent,* does not grow alone 

(1) Increasing. 
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In thews,! and bulk ; but, as this temple waxes. 
The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves jou now ; 
And now no soil, nor cautel,^ doth besmirch' 
The virtue of his will : but, you must fear. 
His greatness weighM, his will is not his own ; 
For he himself is subject to his birth : 
He may ^t, as unvalued persons do. 
Carve foTOmself ; for on his choice depends 
The safety and the health of the whole state ; 
And therefore must his choice be circumscribed 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body. 
Whereof he is the head : Then if he says ho 

loves vou, 
ii fits your wisdom so far to believe it, 
As he in his particular act and place 
May give his saying deed ; which is no further 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain. 
If with too credent^ ear you list^ his songs ; 
Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster'd^ importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister; 
And keep you in the rear of your affection, 
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 
The chariest' maid is pradigal enough. 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 
Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes : 
The en :ker galls the infants of the spring. 
Too ofi before their buttons be disclosed ; 
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contaj- ious blastments are most imminent. 
Be wary then : best safety lies in fear ; 
Youth lo itself rebels, though none else near. 

Oph. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep, 
As watchman to my heart : But, good my brother 

(1) Sinews. (2) Subtlety, deceit. 

(3) Discolour. (4) Believing. (5) Listen to. 

(6) Licentious. (7) Most cautious. 
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Do not, as 8ome ungracious pastors do, 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilst, like a puft 'd and reckless' libertine. 
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own read.2 

LMer. O fear me not. 

\ stay too long ; — But here my father come*. 

Enter Polonius. 

A double blessing is a double grace ; 
Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

PoL Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for 

shame ; 
The wind sits in the shoulder of your ?ail. 
And you are staid for : There, — my blessing with 

you ; [Laying his hand on Laertes' head. 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
Look tl»ou character.* Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of stetl ; 
But do not dull thy palnr* with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, unfledgVl comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel : but, being in, 
Bear it that the opposer may beware of thee. 
Give eveiT man thuie ear, but few thy voice : 
Take each man's censure,* but reserve thy judg 

ment. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy. 
But not expressed in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man ; 
And they in France, of the best rank and station. 
Are most select and generous,^ chiefs in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 
For loan oft lose? both itself and friend ; 

(1) Careless. (2) Regards not his own lessons. 

(3) Write. (4) Palm o( the hand. 

(5) Opinion. (6) Noble. (7) Chiefly. 

VOL. VIII. Q 
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And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.^ 
This above all, — To thine ownself be true ; 
And it must follow, as the night the day, 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 
Farewell ; my blessing season^ this in thee ! 

JLaer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 

FoL The time invites you; go, your servants 
tend.3 

Laer. Farewell, Ophelia ; and remember well 
"What I have said to you. 

Oph. *Tis in my memory lockM, 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 

JLaer. Farewell. [Exit Laertes. 

Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you.? 

Oph, So please you, something touching the lord 
Hamlet. 

Pol Marry, well bethought : 
'Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you : and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and boun* 

teous: 
If it be so (as so *tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution,) I must tell you, 
You do not understand yourself so clearly. 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 
What is between you .•* give me up the truth. 

Oph. He hath, my lord, of late, made many 
tenders 
Of his affection to me. 

Pol. Affection .•* puh ! you speak like a green girl. 
Unsifted* in such perilous circumstance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them.' 

Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I should 
think. 

Pol. Marry, Pll teach you ; think yourself a baby; 
That you have ta*en these tenders for true pay. 
Which are not sterling. Tender yourself mora 
dearly ; 



(1) Economy. 
(4) Untempted. 



(2) Infix. (3) W wt. 
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Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 
Wronging it thus,) youMI tender nie a fool. 

Oph. My lord, he hath imp6rtun*d nr»e with love, 
In honourable fashion.' 

Fol. Ay, fashion you may call it ; go to, go to. 

Oph. And hath given countenance to his speech, 
my lord, 
With almost all the holy vows of hea\-en. 

Fol. Ay J springes to catch woodcocks. I do know. 
When the blood bums, how prodigal the soul 
I^nds the tongue votvs : these blazes, daughter, 
Giving nrore light than heat, — extinct in both, 
Even in their promise, as it is a making, — 
Vou must not take for fire. From this time, 
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence; 
Set your enti*eatments2 at a higher rate, 
Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him. That he is young ; 
And with a larger tether^ may he walk, 
Than may be given you : In tew, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his vows : for they are brokers,* 
Not of that die which their investments show, 
But mere implorators* of unholy suits, 
Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds. 
The better to beguile. This is for a*i, — 
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth 
Have you so slander any moment^s leisure, 
As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet. 
Look to't, I charge you ; come your ways. 

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. [Exeunt 

SCE^rE Jr.— The platform. Enter Hamlet, 
Horatio, and Marcellus. 
Ham. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor. It is a nipping andean eagei^ air. 

(1) Manner. (2) Company. 

(3) Longer line ; a horse fastened by a string t< 
a stake, is tethered. 

(4) Pimps. (5) Implorers. (6) Sharp. 
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Ham, What hour now ? 

]{or. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it U !>truck. 

l{or. Indeed ? 1 heard it not ; it then draws near 
the season, 
AVherein the spirit held his wont to wjilk. 

[Jl Jhmrish of trumpeiSy and ordnance 
shot off, vnihin. 
What does this mean, my lord ? 

Ham, The king doth wake to-night, and takes 
his rou*e,i 
Keeps wa8sel,2 aiid the swa^ering up-spring3 reels; 
Anc^ as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down, 
The kettle^lruni and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor, Is it a custom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is'l : 
But to my mind, — though I am native here. 
And to vhc manner bora, — it is a custom 
More honoured in the breach, than the observance. 
This heavy-headed revel, east and west, 
Makes us traduced, and tax^d of other nations : 
They clepe'* us, drunkards, and with swinish phrase 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 
FVom our achievements, though perfonnM at height, 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 
So, oft it chances in particular men, 
That> for some vicious mole of nature in them. 
As, in their birth (wherein they are not guilty. 
Since nature cannot choose his origin,) 
By the overgrowth of some complexion,* 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason ; 
Or by some liabit, that too much o'er-leavens 
The form of plausive manners ;— that these men,— 
Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect ; 
Being nature's livery, or fortune's star, — 
Tlieir virtues else (be they as pure at grace, 

(1) Jovial draught. (2) Jollity. (3) A dance. 
(4) Call. (5) Humour. 
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As infinite a«* man may undergro,) 
Shall, in the general censure, take corruption 
From that particular fault : The dram of base 
Doth all the noble substance often dout,i 
To his own scandal. 

Enter Ghost. 

Hot. Look, my lord, it comes! 

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend us.'— • 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damnM, 
Bring with thee airs fr«n heaven, or blasts from bell, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 
Thou com*st in such a questionable^ shape. 
That i will speak to thee ; IMl call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me : 
Let me not burst in ignorance ! but tell. 
Why thy canonizM Ixmes, hearsed in death, 
Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urnM, 
Hath opM his ponderous and marble jaws, 
To cast thee up again \ What may this mean, v 
That thou, dead corse, again, in c6mplete steel, 
Revisit*st thus the glimpses of the moon. 
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature. 
So horridly to shake our disposition,^ 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls } 
Say, why is this? wherefore.** what shoukl wc do.^ 

Hot, It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look, with what courteous action 

It waves you to a more removed** ground : 
But do not go with it 

Hor. No, by no means. 

Ham. It will not speak ; then I will follow it. 

Hor. Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what should be the fear.^ 

(1) Do out. (2) Conversable. (3) Frame. 
(4) Remote. 
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I do not set my life at a pin^s fee ;' 
And, for my soul, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itself? 
It waves me forth again ; — I'll follow it. 

Hor. What if it tempt you toward the flood, my 
lord, 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff, 
That beetles2 o'er his base into the sea ? 
And there assume some other horrible form. 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason, 
And draw you into madness ? think of it : 
The very place puts toys^ of desperation. 
Without more motive, into every brain. 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea. 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham. It waves me still : — 

Go on, I'll follow thee. 

Mar. You shall not go, my lord. 

Ham. Hold off your bands. 

Hor. Be rul'd, you shall not go. 
* Ham. My fate cries out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve. — 

[Ghost beckons. 
Still am I call'd ; — unhand me, gentlemen ; — 

\ Breaking Jrom them. 
By heaven, I'll make a gnost of him that leis^ 

me: — 
I say, away : — Go on, I'll follow thee. 

[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlet. 

Hor. He waxes desperate with imagination. 

Mar. Let's follow; 'tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hor. Have after: — To what issue will this come.? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the state of Den- 
mark. 

Hor. Heaven will direct it. 

Mar. Nay, let's follow him. 

[Exeiint 

(1) Value. (2) Hangs. (3) Whims. (4) Hinders. 
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SCRXE v.— A more remote part of the plat- 
form. Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me? speak; I'll 
go no further. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham. i will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting Hames 
Must render up myselfl 

Ham. Alas poor ghost \ 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt 
hear. 

Ham. What.? 

Ghost. I am thy father's spirit : 
DoomM for a certain term to walk the night; 
And, for the day, confin'd to fast in fires. 
Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature. 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 
I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood ; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their 

spheres ; 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to stand an-end, 
Like quills upon the fretful Porcupine : 
But this eternal blazon' must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood : — List, list, O list .' — 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love, 

Ham. O heaven ! 

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural 
murder. 

Ham. Murder.? 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 

(1) Display 
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But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to knowr it ; that 1, with wings 
as swift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of lo\'c, 
May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost I find thee apt ; 

And duller should'st thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 
Would'st thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear : 
'Tis given out, that, sleeping in mine orchard,* 
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is, by a foiled process of my death, 
Rankly abused : but know, thou noble youth, 
The serpent that did stiug thy father's life, 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. O, my prophetic soul ! my uncle ! 

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, 
(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen : 
O, Hamlet, what a falling ott* was there ! 
From me, whose love was of that dignity. 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine .' 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 
Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven ; 
So lust, though to a radiant angel linked, 
Will sat^ itself in a celestial bed. 
And prey on garbage. 

But, soft ! methinks, I scent the morning air ; 
Brief let me be : — Sleeping within mine orchard, 
My custcOTi always of the afternoon. 
Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole. 
With juice of cursed hebenon^ in a vial. 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 

(1) Garden. (2) Satiate. (3) Henbane. 
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The leperous distilment : whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 
And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 
The thin and wholesome ulood : so did it mine : 
And a most instant tetter^ barkM about. 
Most lazar-like,3 with vile and loathsome crust. 
All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand. 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatched ■} 
Cut off even in the blossoms of mv sin, 
Unhousel'd,^ disappointed,* unanerd ;6 
No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head : 
O, horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible ! 
If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 
But, howsoever thou pursu'st this act. 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven, 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 
To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm shows the matin to be near, 
And 'gins to pale his uneffectual fire: 
Adieu, adieu, adieu ! remember me. [Exit. 

Ham. O all you host of heaven ! O earth ! what 

else? 
And shall 1 couple hell ? — O fie I— Hold, hold, my 

heart ; 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 
But bear me stiffly up I — Remember thee ? 
Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 

(1) Scab, scurf. (2) Leprous. (3) Bereft. 

(4) Without having received the sacrament. 

(5) Unappointed, unprepai-ed. 

(6) Without extreme unction. 
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In this distracted globe, l Remember thee ? 
Yea, from the table of my memory 
V\\ wipe away all trivial fond records, 
All saws^ of books, all forms, all pressures past, 
That youth and observation copied there ; 
And thy commandment all alone shall livb 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baser matter : yes, by heaven. 
O most pernicious woman ! 

villain, villain, smiling, damned villain ! 
My tables,^ — meet it is, 1 set it down. 

That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain; 
At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark : 

[Writing, 
So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word ; 
It is, Adieu, adieu! remember me. 

1 have swom't. 

Hor. UVithin.] My lord, my lord, 

Mar. \Within.] Lord Hamlet, 

Hor. \}Viikin,.\ Heaven secure him ! 

Ham. So be \^ 

Mar. [Wiildn.'] Illo, ho, ho, my lord ! 
Ham^ Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come. 

Enter Horalio and Marcellus. 

Mar. How is't, my noble lord ^ 
Hor. What news, my lord ? 

Ham. O, wonderful ! 

Hor, Good my lord, tell it. 

Ham. No ; 

Vou will reveal it. 
Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar, Nor I, my lord. 

Ham. How say you then ; would heart of man 
once think it ? — 



But you'll be secret,- 
Hor. Mar. 



Ajy by heaven, my lord. 



(1) Head. (2) Sayings, sentences. 
{3) Memorandum-book. 
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Ham, There's ne*er a villain, dwelling in all 
Denmark, 
But he*8 an arrant knave. 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from 
the grave, • 

To tell us this. 

Ham. Why, right; you are in the right; 

And so, without more circumstance at all, 
I hold it fit, that we shake bands, and part : 
You, as your business, and desire, shall point 

you;— 
For every man hath business, ^nd desire. 
Such as it is, — and, for niy own poor part, 
Look you, I will go pray. 

Hor. These are bui wild and whirling w#cls, 
my lord. 

Ham. 1 am sorry they oftend you, heartily ; yes, 
'Faith, heartily. 

Hor. Thei-e's no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision here, — 
It is an h(»i^t ghost, that let me tell you ; 
For your desire to know what is between us, 
0*er-master it as you may. A nd now, good friends, 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers. 
Give me one poor request. 

Hor. What is't, my lord ? 

We will. 

Ham. Never make known what you have seen 
to-night. 

Har. Mar. My lord, we will not. 

Ham. ' Nay, but swear't. 

Hor. ' In faith. 

My loid, not 1. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

Ham. Upon my sword. 

Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghosi. [Beneath.] Swear. 
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Ham. Ha, ha, boy .' say'st tbou so ? art thou 
there, true-penny ? 
Come on, — ^}'0u hear this fellow in the cellarages- 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you hare seen, 
Swear by my sword. 

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. 

Ham, Hie et vbiqvei^^ then we'll shift our 
ground : — 
Come hither, gentlemen, 
And lay your hands upon my sword : 
Swear by my sword. 
Never to speak of this that you have heard. 

Afto5<. \ Beneath.] Swear by his sword. 

Ham. Well said, old mole ! canst work Tthe 
earth so fast f 
A worthy pioneer! — Once more remove, good 
friends. 

Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous 
strange ! 

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it wel- 
come. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio^ 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 

But come; 

Here, as before, never, so help you mergr I 

How strcuige or odd soe'er I bear myself. 

As r, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 

To put an antic disposition on, — 

That you, at such times, seeing roe, never shall, 

With amis encumber'd thus, or this head-shake, 

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase. 

As, Well, welU we know ;— or, We could, antf we 

would ;— or. If we list to speak ; — or. There be, an 

if they might f — 

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 

That you know aught of me : — This do you swear, 

So grace and mercy at your most need help yon ! 

(1) Here and every where. 
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Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. 

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit ! So, gentlemen, 
With all my love I do commend me to you : 
And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you, 
God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together ( 
And still your finders on your lips, 1 pray. 
The time is out (rf joint ; — O cursed spite, 
That ever I was bom to sot it rig-ht ? 
Nay, come, let's go together. [ Exeunt, 



ACT U. 

SCKN'E I. — A room in Polonius's house. Enter 
Polonius and Reynaldo. 

PoL Give him this money, and these notef, Rey- 
naldo. 
Rey. I will, my lord. 

Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good Rey- 
naldo, 
Before you visit him, to make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 
Rey. My lord, I did intend it. 

Pol. Marry, well said : very well said. Look 
you, sir, 
Inquire me first what Danskers^ are in Paris; 
And how, and who, what means, and where they 

keep, 
What company, at what expense ; and finding. 
By this encompassment and drift of question, 
That they do know my «on, come you more nearet 
Than your particular demands will touch it : 
Take you, as *twere, some distant knowledge ol 

him; 
As thus, — / know his father^ and his friends, 

(1) Danes. 
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Andy in part, him ,• — Do you mark this, Reynaldo ? 

Jtey Ay, very well, my lord. 

Pol. And, in party him; — buty you may say, 
not well : 
Bniy i/^t be he I meany he's very wild ; 
Addicted so and so ; — and there put on him 
What forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank 
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that ; 
But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips. 
As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 

Rey. As gaming, my lord. 

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quar- 
relling, 
Drabbin^ : — You may go so far. 

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 

PoL *Faith, no; as you may season it in the 
chai-ge. 
You must not put another scandal on him, 
That he is open to incontinency ; 
That's not my meaning : but breathe his faults so 

quaintly. 
That they m?Cy seem the taints of liberty : 
The flash and out- break of a fiery mind; 
A savagenessi in unreclaimed blood. 
Of general assault 

Rey. But, my good lord, . 

Pol. Wherefore should you do this ."* 

Rey. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that 

Pol. Marry, sir, here's my drift ; 

And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant: 
You laying theSie slight sullies on my son. 
As 'twere a thing a little soii'd i'the working, 
Mark you, 

Your party in converse, him you would soimd, 
Having ever seen in the prenominate^ crimes, 
The youth you breathe of, guilty, be assur'd, 

(1) Wildness. (2) Already named. 



,y Google 



Setne 1. PRINCE OF DENMARK. «65 

He closes with you in this consequence ; 
Good siTf or so ; or friend^ or gentlanan^ — 
According to the phrase, or the addition, 
Of man, and countr}'. 

Rey. Very good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this,— He does— 
What was I about to .soy ?— I?y the mass, 1 wai 
about to say something : — Where did I leave .' 

Rey. At, closes in the consequence. 

Pol. At, closes in the consequence,— ^y, niarry, 
He closes with you thus :— / know the gtnileman , 
/ snio him yesterdtrtfy or Voiher day^ 
Or Men, or then,- with such^or such; andy as 

you say, 
There tm* he gaming ; there overtook in his rouse , 
7'here failing out at tennis : or, perchtmce, 
I saw him enter such a house of sale, 
{Videlicet,^ a brothel,) or so forth. — 
See you now ; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 
And thus do we of wisdom and of reach. 
With wind laces, and with assays of bias, 
By indirections find directions out; 
So, by former lecture and advice, 
Shall you my son : Vou have me, have you not } 

Rey. My lord, I have. 

Pol. God be wi* you ; fare you well. 

Rey. Good ray lord, 

Pol, Observe his inclination in yourself. 

Rey. I shall, my lord. 

Pol. And let him ply his music. 

Rey, Well, my lord. [E.xii. 

Enter Ophelia. 
Pol. Farewell !— How now, Ophelia? what's 

the matter ? 
Oph. O, my lord, my lord, I have been so af 

frighted ! 

(1) That is to say. 
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Pol. With what, in the name of heaven ? 

Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 
Lord Hamlet,— with his doublet all unbrac'd j 
No hat upon his head ; his stockings foui'd, 
Uiigarter^d, and down-gyved' to his ancle ; 
Pale as his shirt ; jiis knees knocking each other ; 
And with a loor. so piteous in purport, 
As if he had been loosed out of hell. 
To speak of horrors, — he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Oph. My lord, T do not know 

But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol. What said he ? 

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held rie hard; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm -, 
And, with his other hand thus o*er his btow, 
He falls to such perusal of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long stayM he so; 
At last, — a little shaking of mine arm, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, — 
He raisM a sigh so piteous and profound. 
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk,'-^ 
And end his being : That done, he lets me go : 
And, with his head over his shoulder turn'd. 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o'doors he went without their helps, 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, go with me ; I wiU go seek the king. 
This is the very ecstacy of love ; 
Whose violent property foredoes' itself, 
And leads the will to desperate undertakings, 
As oft as any passion uncler heaven, 
1'hat does afllict our natures. I am sorry, — 
What, have you given him any hard words of late. 

Oph. No, my good lord ; but, ns you did com 
mand, 
I did repel his letters, and denied 

(1) Hanging down, like fetters. (2) Body. 
(3) Destroys. 
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His access to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am sorry, that with better heed and judgment, 
J bad not quotedi him : I fear*d, he did but trifle. 
And meant to wreck thee ; butj beshrew my jeal- 
ousy ! 
It seems, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king : 
This must be known ; which, being kept ckwe, 

might move 
More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. 
Come. [Exeitni. 

SCEJfE IT.— A rwm in ihe castle. Enter King, 
Queen, Roeencrantz, Guildenstem, and Attend- 
ants. 

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guil- 
denstem ! 
Moreover that we much did long to see you, 
The need we have to use you, did provoke 
Our bastv sending. Something have you beard 
Of Hamlet^s transformation ; so I call it, 
Since not the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was : What it should be, 
More than bis father's death, that thus bath put him 
So much from the understanding of himself, 
( cannot dream of: I entreat you both. 
That, — being of so young days brought up with bim ; 
And, since, so neighbourM to his ywith and hu- 
mour, — 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures ; and to gather, 
So much as from occasion you may ^lean, 
Whether auo;ht, to us unknown, alBicts him thus. 
That, opened, lies within our remedy. 

(1) Observed. 
VOL. VUI. R 



,y Google 



258 HAMLET, Ad IL 

Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath nrach talk'd 
of you ; 
And, sure I am, two men there are not living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
To show us so much gentry,* and good will, 
As to expend your time with us a while, 
V'or the supply and profit of our hope. 
Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king^s remembrance. 

Ros. Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us. 
Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

GuiL But we both obey ; 

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent,3 
To lay our service freely at your feet, 
To be commanded. 

King. Thanks, RosenA^ntz, and gentle Guil- 
denstem. 

Queen. Thanks, Guildenstem, and gentle Ro- 
sencrantz : 
And I beseech vou instantly to visit 
My too much changed son. — Go, some of ^ou. 
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

ChixL Heavens make our presence, and our prac- 
tices. 
Pleasant and helpful to him ! 

Queen. Ay, omen ! 

[Exeuni Rosencrantz, Guildenstem, and 
some Attendants. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. The embassadors from Norway, my good 

lord. 
Are joyfully retum'd. 
Ktng. Tnou still hast been the father of goad 

news. 
Pot Have I, my lord .' Assure you my g03d 

liege, 

<1) Complaisance. (2) Utmost exertion. 
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I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, 
Both to my God, and to my gracious king: 
And I do think (or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail' of policy so sure 
As it hath usM to do,) that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. O, speak of that ; that do I lonij; to hear. 

Pol. Give ni-st admittance to the embassadors ; 
My news shall be the fruil2 to that great feast. 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and brin- '•'-m 
in. [Exit PoLu.-o. 

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son's distemper. 

Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the ntain ; 
His father's death, and our o'er-hasty marriage. 

Re-enter Polonius, toiih Voltimand and Cornelius. 

King. Well, we shall sift him. — Welcome, my 
good friends ! 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway ? 

y'olt. Most fair return of greetings, and desires. 
Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew's levies ; which to him appear'd 
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack ;3 
But, better look'd into, he truly found 
It was against your highness : Whereat griev'd,— 
That so his sickness, age, and impotence, 
Was falsely borne in hand,'* — sends out arrests 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norway ; and, in fine, 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 
To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy. 
Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee ; 
And his commission, to employ those soldiers, 
So levied as before, against the Polack : 
With an entreaty, herein further shown, 

[Gives a paper. 

(1) Scent. (2) Dessert 

(3) Poland. (4) Imposed on 



,y Google 



£60 



HAMLET, 



AcilL 



That it might please you to give quiet paw 
Through your dominions, for this enterprise ; 
On such regards of safety, and allowance. 
As therein are set down. 

King. It likes us well : 

And, at our more considered time, we'll read, 
Answer, and think upon this business. 
Mean time, we thank you for jour well-took labour 
Go to your rest ; at night we'll feast t(^ether : 
Most welcome home ! 

[^Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 

Pol. This business is well ended. 

Mv liege, and madam, to expostulate' 
"What majesty should be, what duty is. 
Why day is day, night, night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waste night, day and time. 
Therefore, — since brevity is the soul of wit. 
And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes, — 
I will be brief: Your noble son is mad : 
Mad call I it ; for, to define true madness. 
What is't, but to be nothing else but mad ^ 
But let that go. 

Queen. More matter, with less art. 

Pol. Madam, I swear I use no art at all. 
That he is mad, 'tis true : 'tis true, 'tis pity ; 
And pity 'tis, 'tis true : a foolish figure ; 
But farewell it, for I will use no art. 
Mad let us grant him then : and now remains. 
That we find out the cause of this effect ; 
Or, rather say, the cause of this defect ; 
for this effect, defective, comes by cause : 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. 

I have a daughter ; have, while she is mine ; 
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, ' 
Hath given me this : Now gather and surmise. 
— To the celestial^ and my souVs idol^ the most 
beautified Ophelia^ 

(1) Discuss. 
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That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; becnttijied is 9 
vile phrase ; iDut you shall hear. — Thus : 

In her excellent white bosom^ these, S^c. 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her.^ 

Pol. Good madam, stay a while ; I will be faith- 



ful.— 

Doubt ihoUf the stars are Jire ; 

Doubt, that the sun doth move ; 
Doubt truth to be a liar ; 

But never doubt, I love. 



[Read?. 



O dear Ophelia, / am ill at these numbers ; I 
have not art to reckon my groans ; but that I love 
thee best J O most best, believe it. Adieu. 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst 
this machine is to him, Hamlet 

This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown nic • 
And more above, hath his solicitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
All ffiven to mine ear. 

King. But how hatli she 

Received his love ? 

Pol. What do you think of me ? 

King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 

Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might 
you think, 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing 
(As I perceiv'd it, I nwst tell you that. 
Before my daughter told me,) what might you, 
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think, 
If I had play'd the desk, or table-book ; 
Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb ; 
Or look'd upon this love with idle sight ; 
What might you think ? no, I went rounds to work, 
And my young mistress thus did I bespeak ; 
Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy sphere ; 

(1) Roundly, without reserve. 
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This must not be : and then I precepts gave her, 
That she should lock herself from his resort, 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he, repulsed (a, short tale to make,) 
Fell into a sadness; then into a fast; 
Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 
Thence to a lightness ; and, by this declension, 
Into the madnesii wherein now he raves, 
And all we mourn for. 

Kinff. Do you think, 'tis this ? 

Queen. Tt may be, very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been such a time (I*d fain know 
that,) 
That I have positively said, '2Vs 50, 
When it prov'd otherwise i* 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwise : 
[Pointing to his head and shoulder. 
If circumstances lead me, T will fii.d 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

King. How may we try it further.^ 

Pol. You know, sometimes he walks four hours 
together. 
Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he docs, indeed. 

Pol. At such a time 1*11 loose my daughter to 
him : 
Be you and I behind an arras' then ; 
Mark the encounter : if he love her not, 
And be not fiom his reason fallen thereon. 
Let me be no assistant for a state, 
But keep a farm, and carters. 

King. We will try it 

Enter Hamlet, reading. 

Queen. But look, where sadly the poor wretch 
comes reading. 

(1) Tapestiy. 
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Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away ; 
PIl board' him presently : — O, give inc leave. — 

[Excuni Kiii«i:, Qmeii, and Attendants 
How does my good lord Huiiilot ? 

Ham. Well, god-'a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well ; you ai-e a fishmonger. 

Pol. Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then 1 would you were so honest a man. 

Pol. Honest, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world goes, 
is to be one man picked out of ten thousand. 

Pol. That's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed ma^ots in a dead 

dog, being a god, kissing carrion, Have you a 

daughter ^ 

Pol. I have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk i'thc sun : conception^ \% 
a blessing; but as your daughter may conceive,' — 
friend, look to't. . 

Pol. How say you by that.' [Aside.] .Still harping 
on my daughter : — yel he knew me not at first; he 
said, I was a fishmonger : He is far ffoue, far gone : 
and, truly, in my youth I suflered nu.ch extremity 
for love; very near this. I'll speak .o him again. — 
What do you read, my lord .'' 

Ham. Words, words, words ! 

Pol, What is the matter, my lord .' 

Ham. Between who.** 

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham. Slanders, sir : for thf >atirical n^ue saj's 
here, that old men have grey beards; that their 
faces are wrinkled ; theiTeyes p««i-ging thick :unber, 
and plum-tree gum ; and that tliey have a plentiful 
lack of wit, together with mo.>t weak hams : All of 
which, sir, though I most poverfully and jwtently 
believe, yet I bold it net honesty to have it thus se 

(1) Accost. (2) Understanding. 
(.3) Be pregnant. 
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down ; for yourself^ sir, shall be as old as I am, if^ 
like a crab, you could go backward. 

Pol. Though this be niadnes.s, yet there's method 
in it. [Aside^] Will you walk out of the air, my lord? 

Ham. Into my grave ^ 

Pol. Indeed, that is out o'thp air.— How preg- 
nant' sometimes his replies are ! a happiness that 
often madness hits on, which reason and sanity^ 
could not 80 prosperously be delivered of. I will 
leave him, and suddenly contrive the means of 
meeting between him and, my daughter. — My hon- 
ourable lord, I will most humbly take my leave of 
you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing 
that I Will more willingly part withal ; except my 
life, except my life, except my life. 

Pol. Fare you well, mv lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools ! 

EnUr Rosencrantz and Guildenetem. 

Pol. You go to seek the lord Hamlet ; there he is. 

Ros. God save you, sir! [To Polonius. 

[Exit Polonius. 

Gft/t7. My honoured lord! — 

Ros. My most dear lord ! — 

Ham. My excellent good friends' How dost 
thou, Guildenstern .•' Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good lads, 
how do ye both .•* 

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guil. Happy, in that we are not overhappy ; 
On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the soles of Jier-stoe.^ 

Ros. Neither, my lord. * 

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in the 
middle of her favours ^ 

Guil. 'Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. In the secret parts of fortune .' O, m08l 
true ; she is a strumpet. What news ^ 

(1) Ready, apt. (2) Soundness of mmd. 
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Ros. None, my lord ; but that the world is grown 
honest 

Ham. Then is doomsday near : But your news 
IS not true. Let me question more in particular : 
What have you, my good friends, deserved at the 
hands of fortune, that she sends you to prison hither. 

Guil. Prison, my lord ! 

Ham. Denmark's a prison. 

Ros. Then is the world one. 

Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are many 
confines, wards, and dungeons; Denmark being 
one of the worst. 

Ros. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then 'tis none to you : for there is 
nothing either good or bad, but thinking makes it 
so : to me it is a prison. 

Ros. Why, then your ambition makes it one ; 
'tis too narrow for your mind. 

Ham. O God ! I could be bounded in a nut- 
shell, and count myself a king of infinite space, 
were it not that I have bad dreams. 

Guil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition ; for 
the very substance of the ambitious k merely the 
shadow of a dream. 

Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Ros. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and 
light a quality, that it is but a shadow's shadow. 

Ham. Then are our beg^rs, bodies; and our 
^ monarchs, and outstretch'd heroes, the beggars* 
" shadows: Shall we to the court .^ for, by my fay, I 
cannot reason. 

Ros. GuiL We'll wait upon you. 

Ham. No such matter: 1 will not sort you with 
Ae rest of my servants ; for, t6 speak to you like 
an honest man, I am most dreadfully attended. 
But, in the beaten way oC friendship, what maki 
you at Elsinore f 

Ros. To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in 
thanks ; but 1 thank you ; and sure, dear friends, 
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my thanks are too dear, a halfpenny. Were ;^ou 
not sent for ? Is it your own inclining ? Is it a free 
viaitation ? Come, coAie; deal justly with me: 
come, come ; nay, speak. 

Guil. What should w« say, my lord? 

Ham. Any thing — but to the purpose. You were 
sent for : and there is a kind ol confession in } our 
looks, which your modesties have not craft enough 
to colour : 1 know, the good king and queen have 
sent for you. 

Rns. To what end, my lord? 

Ham. That you must tevLch me. But let me 
conjure you by the rights of our fellowship, by the 
contionancy of our youth, by the obligation of oar 
ever-preserved love, and by what more dear a bet- 
ter proposer could charge you withal, be even and 
direct with me, whether you were sent for, or no ? 

Ros. What say you ? [To Guildenstem. 

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you ; [Aside.] 
—if you love me, hold not ofl*. 

Guil. My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipa- 
tion prevent your discovery, and vour secrecy to 
the king and queen moult no feather. I have of 
late (but, wherefore, I know not,) lost all my mirth, 
foi^one all custom of exercises : and, indeed, it 
goes so heavily with my disposition, that this goodly 
frame, the earth, seems to me a steril promontory ; 
this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this 
brave overhanging firmament, this majestical roof 
fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no other 
thing to me, than a foul and pestilent congregation 
of vapours. What a piece of work is man ! How 
noble in reason ! how infinite in faculties ! in form, 
and moving, how express and admirable ! in action, 
how like an angel ! in apprehension, how like a god ! 
the beauty of the world .' the paragon of animals! 
And yet, to me, what is this quintessence of dust? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither ; though^ 
by your smiling, you seem to say so. 
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Ros. My Iord| there is no such stuff in my 

though Is. 

Ham, Why did you laugh then, when I said, 
Man delights not me ? 

Ros. lo think, my lord, if you delight not in 
man, what lenten^ entertainment the players shall 
receive from you : we coted^ them on the way ; and 
hither are they coming, to ofter you service. 

Ham. He that plays the king, shall be welcome 
his majesty shall have tribute of me : the adven* 
turous knight shall use his foil, and target: the 
lover shall not sigh gratis; the humorous man shall 
end his part in peace : the clown shall make those 
laugh, whose lungs are tickled o'the sere ; and the 
lady shall say her mind freety, or the blank vei-se 
shall halt for't. — What players are they.? 

Ros. Even those you were wont to take such de- 
light in, the tragedians of the city. 

Ham. How chances it, they travel :3 their resi- 
dence, both in reputation and profit, was better 
both ways. 

Ros. 1 think, their inhibition comes by the means 
of the late innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they 
did when I was in the city ? Are ihey so followed i* 

Ros. No, indeed, they are not. 

Ham. How comes it.' Do they grow lusty .' 

Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps iit the wonted 
pace: But there is, sir, an aiery of children, little 
eyases,4 that cry out on the top of question, ^ and 
are most tyrannically clapped for't: these are now 
the fashion; and so berattle the con*inon stages (s<) 
they call them,) that many, wearing rapiers, are 
afraid of goose-quills, and dare scarce come thither. 

Ham. What, are tluy children.' who maintains 
them? how are they escottd?^ Will they pursue 

(1) Spare. (2) Overtook. 

(3) Become strollers (-i) Youn<>; nestlings. 

(5) Dialogue. (6) Paid. 
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the quality' no longer than they can sin ? will they 
not say afterwards, if they should grow themselves 
to common players (as it is most like, if their means 
are no better,) their writei-s do them wrong, to make 
them exclaim against their own succession ? 

Ros. 'Faith, there has been much to do on both 
sides ; and the nation holds it no sin, to tarre^ them 
on to controversy : there was, for a while, no money 
bid for argument, unless the poet and the player 
went to cuffs in the question. 

Ham. Is it possible? 

Guil. O, there has been much throwing about 
of brains. 

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ? 

Ros. Ay, that they do, my lord ; Hercules and 
his load too.3 

Ham. It is not very strange; for my uncle is 
king of Denmark, and those, that would make 
mouths at him while my father lived, give twenty, 
forty, fifty, a hundred ducats a-piece, for his pic- 
ture in little.4 'Sblood, there is something in tkis 
more than natural, if philosophy could find it out. 
[Flourish of trumpets vnthin. 

Guil. There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore. 
Your hands. Come then: the appurtenance of 
welcome is fashion and ceremony r let me comply* 
with you in this garb; lest my extent to the players, 
which, I tell you, must show fairly outward, should 
more appear like entertainment than yours. You 
are welcome: but my uncle-father, and aunt- 
mother, are deceived. 

Guil. In what, my dear lord f 

Ham. I am but mad north-north-west : when the 
wind is southerly, I know a hawk from a hand-saw. 

(1) Profession. (2) Provoke. 

(3) t. e. The globe, the sign of Shakspeare'a 
Theatre. 

(4) Miniature. (5) Compliment. 
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Enter Polooius. 

Pol. Well be with you, ^ntlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstem ; — and you too ; 
— at each ear a hearer : that great baby, you see 
there, is not yet out of his swaddling^-clouts. 

Rqs. Happily, he's the second time come to 
them ; for, tbev say, an old man is twice a child. 

Ham, I will prophesy, be comes to tell me of the 
players ; mark it — You say right, sir : o'Monday 
morning : 'twas then, indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. my lord, I have news to tell you ; When 
Roscius was an actor in Rome, 

PoL The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buzz, buzz ! 

Pol. Upon my honour, 

Ham. Then came each actor on his asSj 

Pol The best actors in the world, either for 
tragedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pasloral-coini- 
t»l, historical-pastoral [tragical-historical, tragical- 
'iomical-historical-pastoral)] scene individable, or 
iioem unlimited : Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor 
riautus too light For the law of writ,' and the 
liberty, these are the only men. 

Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel^ — what a 
^treasure hadst thou ! 

PoL What a treasure had he, my lord ? 

Ham. V^\\y—One fair davghier and no more. 
The which he loved passing toelL 

Pol. Still on my daughter. [Aside, 

Ham. Am I not i*the right, old Jephthah ? 

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, 1 have a 
daughter, that I love passing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not 

Pok What follows then, my lord f 

Ham. Why, As by loty God wot^ and then, you 
know, It came to pass^ ^ most like it was, — 'I'he 

(ij Writing. 
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first row of the pious chanson' will show you more ; 
for look, my abridgment comes. 

Enter four or Jive Players. 

You are welcome, masters ; Welcome, all : — I am 
glad to see thee well : — welcome, good friends. — 
O, old friend ! Why, thy face is valenced2 since I 
saw thee last ; Com'st thou to beard^ me in Den- 
•nark .'' — What ! my young lady and mistress ! By*r- 
lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven, than wlfjen 
I saw you la.st, by the altitude of a chopine.4 Pray 
Grod, your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, be 
not cracked with the ring. — Masters, you are all 
welcome. WeMl e'en to't like French falconers, 
fly at any thing we see : WeMl have a speech 
Btralght : Come, give us a taste of your quality ;' 
come, a passionate speech. 

1 Flay. What speech, my lord .' 

Ham. 1 heard thee speak me a speech once, — 
but it was never acted ; or, if it was, not above 
once : for the play, 1 remember, pleased not the 
million; *twas caviare^ to the general :7 but it was 
(as I received it, and othei-s, whose judgments, in 
such matters, cried in the top3 of mine,) an excel- 
lent play ; well digested in the scenes, set down 
with as much modesty as cunning. I remember, 
one said, there were no sallads in the lines, to 
make the matter savoury ; nor no matter in the 
phrase, that might indite^ the author of affection :W 
but called it, an honest method, as wholesome as 
sweet, and by very much more handsome than fine. 
One s|)eech in it 1 chiefly loved : *twas .£neas* tale 
to Dido ; and thereabout of it especially, where he 

(1) Christmas carols. (2) Fringed. 
(3) Defy. (4) Clo^ (5) Profession. 

(6) .An Italian dish, imde of the roes of fishes. 

(7) Multitude. (8) Above. (9) Convict 
(10) Affectation. 
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speaksof Priam^s slaughter: If it live in your memo* 
ry, begin at this h"ne ; let me see, let me see ; — 

The rugged Pyn-hus^ like thcHyrcanian beastj — 
'tis not so ; it begins with Pyrrhus. 
7%« rugged PyrrhuSy — he, whose sable armsy 
Black as his purpose, did the night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse, — 
Hath now this dread and black complexion smeared 
JVith heraldry more dismal; head to foot 
JVW is he total gules ;l horridly trick' d^ 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughter Sy sons ; 
Bak'd and impasted with the parching streets, 
2^hat lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their lord's murder: Roasted in wrath, and 

fire. 
And thus oversized loith coagulate gore. 
With eyes like carbuncles, tlie hellish Pyrrhus 
Oldgrandsire Priam seeks;— So proceed }ou. 

Pol. Tore God, my lord, well spoken; with good 
accent, and good discretion. 

1 Play. Anon he Jinds him 
Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword^ 
Rebellious to h^ arm, lies where it falls. 
Repugnant to command: Unequal matched, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage, strikes wide ; 
But with the whiff and unnd of his fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. 2'hen senseless Ilium, 
Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus^ ear : for, lo ! his sujoi'd, 
Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seemed Cthe air to stick: 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood ; 
And, like a neutral to his will and matter. 
Did nothing. 
But, as we often see, against some storm, 

(1) Red. (2) Blazoned. 
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A silence in the heavens, the rack\ stand stilly 
The bold winds speechless, and the orb below 
As hush as death ; anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region: So, after Fyrrhus^ pause, 
A roused vengeance sets him new a-ioork ; 
And never did the Cyclops* hammers fall 
On Mars' s armour, forged for proof eterne,^ 
With less remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding sword 
JSTow falls on Priam. — 

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune ! All you gods, 
In general synod, take away her power ; 
Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel. 
And bowl the round nave down the hill of heaven. 
As low as to the fends I 

Pol. This is too long. 

Ham.. It shall to the barber's, with your beard. — 
Pr'ythee, say on : — He's for a jig, or a tale of baw- 
dry, or he Sleeps : — say on : come to Hecuba. 

1 Play. But who, ah wo ! had seen the mobled^ 

queen 

Ham. The mobled queen ? 

Pol. That's gooil ; mobled queen is good. 

1 Play. Run barefoot up and doum, i/ireaCning 
the flames « 

TVith h'nson^ rheum; a clout upon that head, 
ffhert hite the diadem stood ; and, for a robe. 
About Uer lank and all oW-teemed loins, 
A blan ''H^ in the alarm of fear caught up ; 
Who i is had seen, with tongue in venom steeped, 
^Gainst Fortune's state would treason haveprth 

nounc'd : 
But if {he gods themselves did see her then, 
When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport 
In mincing with his sword her husband's limbs; 
The instant burst of clamour thai she made 

(V Liffht clouds. (2) Eternal. 
v3; Muffled. (4) Blind. 
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(Unless things mortal move them not at all,) 
fVould have made milch^ the burning eye <if 

heaven, 
And passion in the gods. 

Pol. Look, whether he has not turn'd his colour, 
and has tears in's eyes. — Pr'ythee, no moi-e. 

Ham. *Tis well ; I'll have thee speak out the rest 
of this soon. — Good my lord, will ycu see the 
players well bestowed ? Do you hear, let them be 
well used ; for they are the abstract, and brief 
chronicles, of tlie time ; After your death you were 
better have a bad epitaph, wan their ill report 
while you live. 

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to their 
desert 

flam. Odd*s bodikin, man, mmh better : Use 
every man after his desert, and who shall 'scape 
whipping? Use them after your own honour and 
dignity : The less they deserve, the more merit is 
in your bounty. Take them in. 

Fol. Come, sir.3. 

[Ej^H Polonius, with some of the Players. 

Ham. roWow him, friends: we'll hear a play to- 
morrow. — Dost thou hear me, old friend ; can you 
play the murder of Gonzago.'* 

1 Plaij. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. We'll have it to-morrow night. You could, 
for a need, study a speech of some dozen or sixteen 
lines, which I would set down, and insert in't.' 
could you not f 

1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well. — Follow that lord ; and look 
you mock him not. [Exit Player.] My good friends, 
I To Ros. and Guil.] Pll leave you till night : you 
are welcome to Elsinore. 

Ros. Good my lord ! [Exevnt Ros. and Guil. 

Ham. Ay, so,'God be wi' you : —Now I am alone, 
O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I .' 

(1) Milky. 

VOL. VIII. S 
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Is it not monstrous, that this ployer here, 

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 

Could force his soul so to his own conceit, 

That, from her working, all his visage wann'd ; 

Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect, 

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 

With forms to his conceit? And all for nothing! 

For Hecuba ! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he should weep for her? What would he do, 

Had he the motive and the cue for pa<«sion, 

That I have ? He would drown the stage with tears, 

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech ; 

Make, mad the guilty, and appal the free. 

Confound the ignorant ; and amaze, indeed, 

The very faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 

Like John-a-d reams, unpregnant of my cause. 

And can say nothing; no, not for a king, 

CTpon whose property, and most dear life, 

A damuM defeat' was made. Am I a coward? 

Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across? 

Plucks off my beard, and blows it m my face? 

Tweaks me by the Rose? gives me the lie i*the throat, 

As deep as to the lungs? Who does me this? 

Why, I should take it : for it cannot be, 

But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall 

To make oppression bitter ; or, ere this, 

I should have fatted all the region kites 

With this slave*s offal : Bloody, bawdy villain ! 

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless,^ vil- 

lain ! 
Why, what an ass am I ! This is most brave ; 
That I, the sou of a dear father murderM, 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 
Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words. 



(1) Destruction. 



(2) Unnatural. 
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And fall a cursing, like a very drab, 

A sculliofi ! 

Fie uponU ! foh ! About my brains ! Humph ! I have 

heard, 
That guilty creatures, sitting' at a play, 
Have by the very cunning of the scene 
Been struck so to the sodi, that presently 
They have proclaim'd their malefactions ; 
For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 
With most miraculous organ. Vl\ have these playeri 
Plav something like the murder of my father, 
Before mine uncle : I'll observe his looks ; 
PI I tent hinil to the quick ; if he do blench,^ 
I know my course. The spirit, that I have seen, 
May be a devil : and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and, perhaps, 
Out of my weakness, and my melancholy 
(As he is very potent with such spirit^,) 
Abuses me to damn mc : PU have gi-ounds 
More relative than this : The play's the thing, 
Wherein PU catch the conscience of the king. 

[ExiL 



ACT III. 

SCEJVE L—A room tn the castle. Enter King, 
Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Roscncrantz, and 
Guildenstern. 

Kin^. And can you by no diift of conference 
Get from him, why he puts on this confusion ; 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy f 

Ros. He does confess, he feels himself distracted ; 
But from what cause, he will by no means speak. 

Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be sounded ; 
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof, 

(1) Search his wounds. (2) Shrink 
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^^ r-'ii we would bring hini on to soine coafession 
Of his true state. 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? 

Ros. Mojt likft a gentleman. 

(ruil. But with much forcing of his disiiosition. 

Ros. Niggard of Question ; but, of our demand^ 
Most free m his reply. 

Queen. Did you assay him 

To any pastime ? 

Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players 
We o*er-raught' on the way : of these we told him ; 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : They are about the court ; 
And, aa I think, they have already order 
This night to p'ay before him. 

Pol. 'Tis mos-t true : 

And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties, 
To hear and sec the matter. 

King. With all my heart; and it doth much 
content me 
To hear him so inclin'd. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge. 
And drive his purpose on to these delights. 

Ros. We shall, my lord. [Exe. Ros. and Guil. 

King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too . 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither ; 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Affronts Ophelia: 

Her father, and myself (lawful espials,^) 
Will so bestow ourselves, that seeing, unseen. 
We may of their encounter frankly^ judge ;'* 
And gather by him, as he is behav'd, 
If *t 1^ the affliction of his love, or no, 
That thus he suffers for. 

Queen. I shall obey you : 

And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish. 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 

(1) Overtook. (2) Meet. 

(3) Spies. (4) Freely. 
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Of Hamlet's wildness : so shall I hope, your virtues 
Will bring him to his wouted way again, 
To both your honours. 

O^h. Madam, I wish it may. 

[Exit Queen. 

Pol Ophelia, walk you here: — Gracious, to 
please you, 
We will bcstowl ourselves : — Read on this book ; 

[To Ophelia. 
That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness. — We are oft to blame in this, — 
Tis too much prov'd,2 — that with devotion's visage, 
And pious action, we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 

King. O, 'tis too true ! how smart 

A lash that speech doth give my conscience ! 
The harlot's cheek, beautied with plastering art, 
Is not more ugly to tlie thing that helps it. 
Than is my deed to my most painted word : 
O heavy burden ! [Aside* 

Pol. I hear him coming; let's withdraw, mv lord. 
[Exeunt King and Polonius. 

Enter Hamlet 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the question:-* 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune; 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 
And, by opposing, end them.' — To die, — to sleep, — 
No more ;— and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heart-ach, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to, — 'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die ; — to sleep ; — 
To sleep ! perchance to dream *, — ay, there's the 

rub; 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come. 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,* 



(1) Place. 

(3) Stir, bustle. 



(2) Too frequent 
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Must give us pause : There's (he respect,* 

That makes calamity of so long life : 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of ti:Tie, 

The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely ,2 

The pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay. 

The msolence of office, and the spurns 

That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 

When he himself might his quietus^ make 

With a bare bodkin M who would fardels^ bear. 

To grunt and sweat under a weary life ; 

But that the dread of something after death, — 

The undiscover'd country, from whose boum« 

No traveller returns, — puzzles the will ; 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 

And thus the native hue of resolution 

Is sicklied o'er with the pjlle cast of thought ; 

And enterprises of great pith an(J moment, 

With this regard, their currents turn awry, 

And lose the name of action. — Soft you, now ! 

The fair Ophelia : — Nymph, in thy orisons^ 

Be all my sins remember'd. 

Oph. Good my lord. 

How docs your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thank you ; well. 

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours 
That I have longed long to re-deliver; 
I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham. No, not I ; 

r never gave you aught. 

Oph. My honour'd lord, you know right well, you 
did ; 
And, with them, words of so sweet breath compos'd 

(1) Consideration. (2) Rudeness. 

(3) Acquittance. 

(4) The ancient term for a small dagger. 

(5) Packs, burdens. (6) Boundary, limit 
(7) Prayers. 



,y Google 



Scene I PRINCE OF DENMARK. 279 

\h made the things more rich : their |)erfiime lost, 
Fake these again ; for to the noble mind, 
Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my loi-d. 

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honest ? 

Oph. My lord ? 

Ham. Are you fair ? 

Oph. What means your lordship ? 

Ham, That if you be honest, and f:iir, you should 
admit no discourse to your beauty. 

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better com- 
merce than with honesty .'* 

Ham. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will 
sooner transform honesty fi-oni what it is to a bawd, 
than the force of honesty can translate beauty into 
his likeness ; this was some time a paradox, but now 
the time gives it proof I did love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

Ham. Vou snould not have believed me : for 
virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we 
shall relish or it : I loved you not. 

Oph. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery ; Why would'sl thou 
be a breeder of sinners ? I am myself indifferent 
honest ; but yet I could accuse me of such things, 
that it were better, my mother had not borne me : 
I am very proud, revengeful, ambitious ; with mure 
oflences at my beck,i than I have thoughts to put 
them in, imagination to give them shape, or time to 
act them in : What should such fellows as I do 
crawling between earth and heaven ^ We are ar- 
rant knaves, all ; believe none of us : Go thy ways 
to a nunnery. Where's your father.^ 

Oph. At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him ; that he 
may play the fool no where but in's own bouse. 
Farewell. 

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens ! 

OJ Call. 
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Ham. If thou dost marry, I'll give thee this 
plague for thy dowry ; Be thou as chaste as ice, as 
pure as snow, thou shalt not escape calumny. Get 
thee to a nunnery; farewell : Or, if thou wilt needs 
marry, marry a fool ; for wise men know well 
enough, what monsters you make of them. To a 
nunnery, go ; and quickly too. Farewell. 

Oph Heavenly powei-s, restore him ! 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings too, well 
enough ; God hath given you one face, and you 
make yourselves another : you jig, you amble, and 
you lisp, and nick-name God's creatures, and make 
your wantonness your ignorance : Go to ; I'll no 
more oft ; it hath made me mad. I say, we will 
have no more marriages : those that are married 
already, all but ohe, shall live ; the rest shall keep 
as they are. To a nunnery, go. [Exit Hamlet 

Oph. O, what a noble mind vi here o'erthrown ! 
The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, 

sword : 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state. 
The glass of fashion, and the mould' of form, 
The observ'd of all observers ! quite, quite doWn ! 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched. 
That suck'd the honey of his music vows, 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason. 
Line sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth, 
Blasted with ecstasy :2 O, wo is me ! 
To have seen what I have seen, see^what I see ! 

Re-enter King and Polooius. 
King. Love ! his affections do not that way tend ; 
Nor what he spake, thoudi it lack'd form a' little. 
Was not like madness. There's something in his 
soul, 

(1) The model by whom all endeavoured to form 
themselves. 

(2) Alienation of mind. 
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O'er which his melancholy sits on brood ; 

And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose, 

\ViIl be soine danger : Which for to prevent, 

I have, in quick determination. 

Thus set it down ; He shall with speed to England, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Haply, the seas, and countries different, 

With variable objects, shall expel 

This something-settled matter in his heart ; 

Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus 

From fashion of himself. What think you on*t ? 

Pol It shall do well : But yet I do believe, 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neelected love.— How now, Ophelia 
You need not tell us what lord Hamlet said ; 
We heard it all. — My lord, do as you please ; 
But, if you hold it fit, after the play. 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To show his grief; let her be round* with him : 
And I'll be plac'd, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their conference : If she find him not. 
To England send him ; or confine him, whei-e 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King. It shall be so : 

Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^E II.—'A hall in the same. Enter Ham- 
let, and certain Players. 

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pro- 
nounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue : but if 
Jrou mouth it, as many of our players do, I had as 
ief the town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw 
the air too much with your hand, thus ; but use all 
gently ; for in the very torrent, tempest, and (as I 
may say) whirlwind of your passion, you must ac- 
quire and beget a temperance, that may give it 
fmoothness. O, it ofifends me to the soul, to near a 

(1) Reprimand him with freedom. 
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robustious periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to 
tatters, to very rags, to split the ears of the ground- 
lings ;1 who, for the most part, are capable of no- 
thing but inexplicable dumb show, and noise : I 
would have such a fellow whipped for o'er-doing 
Termagant; itout-herods Heroa:2 Prayyou, avoid it. 

1 Play. I warrant your honour. 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own 
discretion be vour tutor: suit the action to the 
word, the word to the action ; with this special ob- 
servance, that you o'erstep not the modesty of na- 
.ture : for any thing so overdone is from the purpose 
of playing, whose end, both at first, and now, was, 
and is, to hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to nature ; 
toshowvirtueher own feature, scorn her own ima^e, 
and the very age and body of the time, his form and 
pressure.' Now this, overdone, or come tardy otf, 
though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make 
the judicious grieve : the censure of which one, 
must, in your allowance,^ o'er-weigh a whole thea- 
tre of others. O, there be players, that I have seen 
play, — and heard others praise, and that highly, — 
not to speak it profanely, that, neither having the 



accent of christians, nor the gait of christian, pi- 

rm, nor man, have so strutted, and bellowed, that 
have thought some of nature\s journeymen had 
made men, and not made them well, they imitated 
humanity so abominably. 

1 Play. I hope, we have reformed that indiffer- 
ently with us. 

Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let those, 
that play your clowns, speak no more than is sot 
down for them : for there be of them, that will them- 
selves laugh, to set on some quantity of barren spec- 

(1) The meaner people then seem to have sat in 
the pit. 

(2) Herod's character was always violent 

(3) Impression, resemblance. 

(4) Approbation. ' 
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tators to laugh too ; though, in the mean time, some 
necessary question' of the play be then to be con- 
sidered : that^s villanous ; and shows a most pitiful 
ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, make you 
ready. — [Exeunt Players. 

Enter Polonius, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstem. 

How now, my lord ? will the king hear this piece of 
work ? 

Pol. And the queen too, and that presently. 

Ham. Bid the players make haste. — [Ex. Pol. 
Will you two help to hasten them .•* 

Both. Ay, my lord. [Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 

Ham. What, ho ; Horatio ! 

Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a^mMi 
As e*er my conversation cop'd withal. 

Hor. O, my dear lord, — 

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter : 

For what advancement may 1 hope from thee. 
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits. 
To feed, and clothe thee ? Why should the poor be 

flatter'd ? 
No, let the candied tonufue lick absurd pomp ; 
And crook the pregnant^ hinges of the knee. 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear? 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice. 
And could of men disitingcish her election, 
She hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou hast been 
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing; 
A man, that fortune's bullets and rewards 
Hast ta'en with equal thanks : and bless'd are tho«(», 
Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled, 
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 
To sound what stop she please : Give me that man 

(1) Conversation, discourse. (2) Quick, reaay. 
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That Is not pission*s slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart, 
As 1 do thee. — Something- too much of this. — 
There is a p'.ay to-night before the king ; 
One scene of it comes near the circumstance. 
Which I have told thee of myfather's death. 
I pr'y thee, when thou seest that act afoot. 
Even with the very comment of thy soul 
Observe my uncle : if his occulted* guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 
It is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan's stithy.2 Give him heedful note . 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 
And, after, we will both our judgments join 
In censure* of his seeming. 

Hot, Well, my lord: 

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing. 
And scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 

Ham. They are coming to the play ; I must be 
idle : 
Get you a place. 

Danish march. A flourish. JEn/er King, Queen, 
Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guildenstem, 
and others. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet f 

Ham, Excellent, i*faith ; of the chameleon's 
dish: I eat the air, promise-crammed : You cannot 
feed capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; 
these words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now. My lord, — you played 
once in the university, you say r [To Polonius. 

Fol. That did I, my loi-d ; and was accounted 
a good actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact ? 

(1) Secret. (2) Shop : stithy is a smith's shop. 
(3) Opinion. 
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Pol. I did enact Julius Caesar : I was killed i'the 
Capitol ; Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill so capi- 
tal a calf there. — Be the players ready ? 

Ros. Ay, my lord; they stayi upon your patience 

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 

Ham, No, good mother, here^s metal more at- 
tractive. 

Pol. O ho ! do you mark that f [To the King. 

Ham, Lady, shall I lie in your lap? 

[Lying down at Ophelia's Jeet 

Oph. No, my lord. 

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap ? 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Do you think, I meant country matters ? 

Oph. I think nothing, my lord. 

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between maids* 
legs. 

Oph. What is, my lord f 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, ray lord. 

Ham. Who, I > 

Oph. Av, my lord. 

Ham. ! your only jig-maker. What should a 
man do, but be merry ^ for, look you, how cheer- 
fully my mother looks, and my father died within 
these two hours. 

Oph. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long.'* Nay, then let the devil wear 
black, for IMl have a suit of sables.^ O heavens ! 
die two months ago, and not foi^otten yet ^ Then 
there's hope, a great man's memory may outlive his 
life half a year: But, by'r-lady, he must build 
churches then : or else shall he suffer not thinking 
on, with the hobby-horse ;• whose epitaph is. For, 
O, Jbr^ O, the hobby-horse is forgot. 

Trumpets sound. The dumb show follows. 

Enter a King and a Queen,, vei-y lovingly ; tht 

(1) Wait. (2) The richest dress. 
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Queen embracing him, and he her. She kneels^ 
and makes show oj" protestation vnio him. He 
takes her up, and declines his headvpon her neck : 
lays him down upon a bank offiowers; she, 
seeing him asleep, leaves him. Anon comes in 
a fellow, takes off' his crown, kisses it, andpours 
pois&n in the King's ears, and exit. 2'Ac Qu£en 
returns ; finds the King dead, and makes pas- 
sionate action. The poisoner, with some two or 
three Mutes., com£s in again, seeming to lament 
with her. The dead body is carried away. The 
poisoner woos the Queen with gifts ; she seems 
loath and unwilling awhile, but, in the end, ac- 
cepts his love. [Exeunt. 
Oph. What means this, my lord ? 
Ham. Marry, this is niichingmallecho;^ It means 

mischief. 

Oph. Belike, this show imports the argument of 

»he play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know by this fellow : the play- 
ars cannot keep counsel ; they'll tell all. 

Oph. Will he tell us what this show meant? 

Ham. Ay, or any show that you'll show him : 
Be not you ashamed to show, he'll not shame to 
tell you what it means. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught ; I'll mark 
the play. 

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy. 
Here stooping to your clemency. 
We beg your heaHng patimtly. 

Ham. Is this a piologue, or the posy of a ring? 

Oph. 'Tis brief,2 my lord. 

Ham. As woman's love. 

Enter a King and a Queen. 

P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart* 
gone round 

(1) Secret wickedness. (2) Short. (3) Car, cuarioL 
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Neptune's salt wash, and Tellus'^ orbed ground ; 
And thirty dozen moons, with borrowM sheen,2 
About the world have times twelve thirties been; 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
,Unite rommutual in most sacred bands. 

P. Queen. So many journey-> may the sun and 

moon 
Make us again connt o'er, ere love l)e done ! 
But, wo is me, } ou are so sick o( late. 
So far fi-om cheer, and from your former state, 
That I di:*trust you. Yet, though I distrust, 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must : 
For women fear too much, even as they love ; 
And women's fear and love hold quantity ; 
In neither aught, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know: 
And as my lo\'€ is siz'd,^ my fear is .^o. 
Wheie love is great, the littlest doubts are fear; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows 

there. 
P. King. 'Faith, I must leave thee, love, and 

shortly too ; 
My operant^ poweis their functions leave to do: 
And thou shalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov'd ; and, haply, one as kind 

For husband shalt thou 

P. Queen. O, confound the rest ! 

Such love must needs be treason in my breast : 
In second husband let me be accurst ! 
None wed the second, but who kill'd the first. 
Ham. That's wormwood. 
P. Queen. The instances,* that second marriage 

move. 
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love , 
A second time I kill my husband dead, 
When second husband kisses me in bed. 

(1) The earth's. (2) Shining, lustre. 

(S) Magnitude, proportion. (4) Active. 

(5) Motives. 
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P. King. I do believe, you think what now yoi 

speak : 
But, what we do determine, oft we break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory : 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree* 
But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 
Most necessary 'tis, that we forget 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt : 
What to ourselves in passion we propose, 
The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 
The violence of either grief or joy 
Their own enacturesl with themselves destroy . 
Whei-e joy most revels, grief doth most lament ; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 
This wo'rld is not for aye ;2 nor 'tis not strange. 
That even our loves should with our fortunes change; 
For 'tis a question left us yet to prove, 
Whether love lead fortune, or else foitune love. 
The great man down, you mark his favourite flies; 
The poor advanc'd makes friends of enemies. 
And hitherto doth love on fortune tend : 
For who not needs, shall never lack a friend ; 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Directly seasons him his enemy. 
But, orderly to end where I begun,— 
Our wills, and fates, do so contrary run, 
That our devices still are overthrown ; 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 
So think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 
But die thy thoughts, when thy first loid is dead. 
P. Queen. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven 

light! 
Sport and repose lock from me, day and night I 
To desperation turn my trust and hope ! 
An anchorV cheer in prison be my scope! 
Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy, 
Meet what I would have well, and it destroy ! 

(1) Determinations. (2) Ever. (3) Anchoret's. 
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Both here, and hence, pufsue me lasting strife, 
If, once a widow, ever 1 be wife ! 

Ham. If she should breaic it now, 

[To Ophelia. 

P. King. 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me 
here a while ; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. [Skeps, 

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain ; 

And never come mischance between us twain ! 

[Exit 

Ham. Madam, how lilte you this play ? 

Queen. The lad v dolh protest too much, methinks. 

Ham. O, but she'll keep her word. 

King. Have you heard the ai^ument } Is there 
no offence in't .'* 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest; 
no offence i'the world. 

King. What do you call the play.? 

Ham. The Mouse-trap. » Many, how.? Tro- 
pically. This play is the image of a murder done 
m Vienna : Gonzaeo is the duke's name ; his wife, 
Baptista : you shall see anon ; 'tis a knavish piece 
of work : But what of that .? your majesty, and we 
that have free souls, it touches us not : Let the 
galled jade wince,2 our withers are unwrung. — 

Enter Lucianus. 

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between ^ou and your 
love, if I could see the puppets dallymg. 

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 

Ham. It would cost you a groaning, to take ofl 
my edge. 

Oph. Still better, and worse. 

(1) the thing 

In which he'll catch the conscience of the king 
(2) This is a proverbial saying. 

VOL. Vlll. T 
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Ham. So you mistake your husbands. — 6^n, 
murderer ; — leave thy damnable faces, and begin. 

Come ; 

The croaking raven 

Doth bellow for revenge. 
Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and 
time agreeing ; 
Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
"With Hecate's ban' thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural magic and dire proipertv-. 
On wholesome life usurp iminediately. 

[Pours the poison into the sleeper's ears. 
Ham. He poisons him i*the garden for his estate. 
His name's Gonzago : the story is extant, and writ- 
ten in very choice Italian : You shall see anon, how 
the murderer gets the love of Goozago's wife. 
Oph, The king rises. 
Ham^ What ! frighted with false fire ? 
Queen. How fares my lord .•* 
Pol. Give o'er the play. 
King, Give me some light : — away ! 
Pol. LighU, lights, lights! 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep. 
The hart ungalled play : 
For some must watch, while some must sleep; 
Thus runs the world away. — 
Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers? (if the 
rest of my fortunes turn Turk' with me,) witn two 
Provencial robes on my lazed^ shoes, get m fel- 
lowship in a cry* of players, sir ? 
Hor. Half a share. 
Ham. A whole one, I. 
For thou dost know, O Damon dear, 
This realm dismantled was 

(1) Curse. (2) For his head. 

(3) Change conditions. (4) Slashed. 

(5) Pack, company. 
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Of Jove himself; and now reigns here 
A very, very — peacock. 
Ilor, Yon mi^ht have rhymed. 
Ham. O good Horatio, IMI take the ghost's word 
for a tbouHaud pound. Didst perceive f 
Hor. Very well, my lord. 

Ham. Upon the talk of poisoning, 

Hot. I did very well note him. 
Ham. Ah, ha ! — Come, some music ; come, th« 
recorders.' — 

For if the king like not the comet'y, 

Why then, belike,— he likes it not, perdy.2— 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Come, some music. 

GuU. Good my lord, vouchsafe n>e a word with 
y»u. 

Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

GuU. The king, sir, 

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him i* 

GuU. Is, in his retirement, marvellous distem 
pered. 

Hem. With drink, sir .? 

GmL No, my lord, with cholcr. 

Ham, Your wisdom should show itself more 
richer, to signify this to the doctor ; for, for mc to 
put him to his purgation, would, pertiaps, plunge 
him into more iboler. 

GuU. Good my lord, put your discourse into 
some frame, and start not so wildly from my affair. 

Ham. I am tame, sir : — pronounce. 

GuiL The queen, your mother, in most great af- 
fliction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

CruU. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of 
the right breed. If it ^all please you to make me 
a wholAome answer, I will do your mother's com- 
mandment : if not, your pardon, and my return, 
shall be the end of my business. 

(1) A kind of flute (2) Par Dieu. 
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Ham. Sir, I cannot 

Guil What, mj lord? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer ; my wit'ii 
diseased : But, sir, such answer as I can make, you 
shall command ; or, rather, as you say, my mother : 
therefore no more, but to the matter : My mother, 
you say, 

Ros. Then thus she says ; Your behaviour hath 
struck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a 
mother ! — Put is there no sequel at the heels of this 
raother^s admiration i impart. 

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her closet, 
ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our 
mother. Have you any further traded with us f 

Ros. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do still, by these pickers and stealers.^ 

Rx)s. Good my lord, what is your cause of dis- 
temper.** you do, surely, but bar the door upon 
your own liberty, if you deny your griefs to your 
friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice 
of the king himself for your succession in Denmark f 

Ham. Ay, sir, but, fVhile the grass grouoSj — the 
proverb is something musty. 

Enter the Players, with recorders. 

O, the recorders : — let me see one. — To withdraw 
with you : — Why do you go about to recover the 
wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil ? 

Guil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love 
is tco unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you 
play upon this pipe .•* 

Chiil. My lord, I cannot 

Ham. 1 pray you. 

(1) Business. (2) Hands. 
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Guil. Believe me, I cannot 

Ham. I do beseech you. 

Guil. I know no touch of st, my lord. 

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying : govern these ven- 
tages,! with your fingers and thumb, give it breath 
with your mouth, and it will discourse most elo- 
quent music. Look you, these are the stops. 

Guil. But these cannot I command to any utter- 
ance of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing 
you make of me. You would play upon ine ; you 
would seem to know my stops : you would pluck 
out the heart of my mystery ; you would sound me 
from my lowest note to the top of my compass : and 
there is much music, excellent voice, in this little 
organ ; yet cannot you make it speak. 'Sblood, do 
you think, I am easier to be played on than a pipe ? 
Call me what instrument you will, though you can 
fret me, you cannot play upon me. 

Enter Polonius. 
God bless you, sir! 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, 
and presently. 

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud, that's almost in 
shape of a camel ? 

Pol. By the mass, and *tis like a camel, indeed. 

Ham. Methinks, it is like a weasel. 

Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or, like a whale ? 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by. 
— They fool me to the top of my bent2— I will come 
by and by. 

Pol. 1 will say so. [Exit Polonius. 

Ham. By and by is easily said. — Leave me, 
friends. [Exeunt Ros. Guil. Hor. 4"C. 
•Tis now the very witching time of night ; 

(1) Holes. (2) Utmost stretch. 
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When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes 

out 
Contagion to this world : Now could I drink hot 

blood. 
And do such business as the bitter day 
Would quake to look on. Soft ; now to my mother. 
O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 
r.et nie be cruel, not unnatural : 
I will speak dagg^ers to her, but use none ; 
My tofi<^ue and soul in this be hypocrites : 
How in my words soever she be shent,' 
To give them seala3 never, my soul, consent ! [ Ex. 

SCEJVTE ///. — A room in the same. Enter King, 
Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern. 

King. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us 
To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you; 
( your commission will forthwith despatch, 
And he to England shall along with vou : 
The terms of our estate may not encfure 
Hazard so near us, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunes.' 

Guil. We will ourselves provide : 

Most holy and religious fear it is, 
To kef p those many many bodies safe, 
That live, and feecf, upon your majesty. 

Ros. Tile single and peculiar liie is bound, 
Wi(h all the strength and armour of the mind. 
To keep itself from *noyance : but much more 
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What*s near it, with it : it is a massy wheel, 
Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount, 
To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 

(1) Reproved. 

(2) Authority to put them in execution. 

(3) Lunacies. 
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Are mortisM and adjoined ; which when it falls. 
Each small annexment, pelty consequence, 
Attends the boist*i-ous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 

King. Ann you, I pray you, to this speedy voy- 
age; ' # 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 
Which now goes too free-foo(cd. 

Ros. Guil. We will haste ns. 

[Exettnt Rosencrantz and Guildenstem. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol My lord, he's going to his mother's closet : 
Behind the arras' I'll convey myself. 
To hear the process ; I'll warrant, she'll tax hira 

home : 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 
'Tis meet, that some more audience, than a mother, 
Since nature makes therr. partial, should o'erhear 
The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my lici^e ; 
I'll call upon you ore yoti go to bed. 
And tell you what I know. 

King.' Thanks, d-^ir my lord. 

[K t7 Polonius. 
O, my offence is rank, it smells to h' iven ; 
It hath the primal eldest curse ui)on't, 
A brother's murder ! — Pray can I not. 
Though inclination be as sharp as v.I.I ; 
My stronger guilt defeats my stro,-^^ intent; 
And, like a man to double busint;>s bound, 
I stand in pause where I shall fi. st begin. 
And both neglect. What if t!) s cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with b other's blood ? 
Is there not rain enough in the aweet heavens. 
To wash it while as snow ? Wliereto serves mercy, 
But to confront the visage of ofience.' 
And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force, — 
To be forestalled, ere we come to fall, 

(1) Tapestiy. 
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Or pardon'd, being down ? Then Pll look up ; 
My fault is past But, O, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn ? Fore^ive me my foul murder! — 
That cannot be ; since I am still possessed 
Of those effects for which I did the murder, 
My crown, mine owjl ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon v, and retain the ofieuce f 
In the corrupted currents of this world, 
Offence's ^Ided hand may shove by justice ; 
And oft *tis seen, the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law : But 'tis not so above : 
There is no shu/Bing, there the action lies 
In his true nature; and we ourselves compelPd, 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 
To give in evidence. What then ? what rests ? 
Try what repentance can : What can it not ? 
Yet what can it, when one can not repent ? 
O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death ! 
O limedi soul ; that strutting to be free. 
Art more engagM ! Help, angels, make assay ! 
Bow, stubborn knees .' and, heart with strings of 

steel. 
Be soft as sinews of the new-bom babe ; 
All may be well. [Retires and kneels. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might I do it, pat, now he Is praying ; 
And now 1*11 do't ; and so he goes to heaven : 
And so am I reveng*d ? That would be scann*d :3 
A villain kills my father; and. for that, 
I, bis sole^ son, do this same villain* send 
To heaven. 

Why, this is hire and salary,^ not revenue. 
He took my father grossl v, full of bread ; 
With all his crimes oroad-blown, as flush as May ; 
And, how his audit stands, who knows, save heaven ? 

(1) Caught as with bird-lime. 

(2) Should be considered. (3) Only. 
(4) Reward. 
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But, in our circumstance and course of thought, 
*Ti8 heavy with him : And am I then revenged, 
To take him in the purging of his soul, 
When he is fit and seasonM for his passage ? 
No. 

Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid hent :' 
When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage ; 
Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed ; 
At gaming, swearing ; or about some act 
That has no relbh m salvation in't : 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven ; 
And that his soul may be as damnM, and black. 
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays : 
This physic but proloogs thy sickly days. [Exit. 
The King rises and advances. 
King. My words fly up, ray thoughts remain be- 
low: 
Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. 

[Exit. 

SCEJ^E IV.-^noiher room in the same. En- 
ter Queen and Polonius. 

Pol. He will come straight Look, you lay home 
to him : 
Tell him, his pranks have been too broad to bear 

with; 
And that your grace hath spreenM and stood be> 

tween 
Much heat and him. 1*11 silence me e*en here. 
Pray you, be round with him. 

Queen. 1*11 warrant you ; 

Fear me not : — ^withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[Polonius hides himself. 

Enter Hamlet 
Ham. Now, mother; what's the matter.' 
Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much of- 
fended. 

(1) Seize him at a more horrid time. 



,y Google 



S98 HAMLET, Ad III 

Ham. Mother, you have my father much of- 
fended. 
Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idle 

tongue. 
Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 
Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet ? 
Ham. What's the matter now ? 

Queen. Have you forgot me ^ 
Ham. No, by the rood, » not so: 

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife ; 
And, — 'would it were not so ! — ^you are my mother. 
Queen. Nay, then I'll set those to you that can 

speak. 
Ham. Come, come, and sit you down ; you shall 
not budge ; 
You go not, till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 
Queen. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not mur- 
der me ? 
Help, help, ho ! 
Pol. [Behind.] What, ho! helo! 
Ham. How now ! a rat.? [Draws. 

Dead, for a ducat, dead. 

[Hamlet makes a pass through the arras. 
Pol. [Behind.] O, I am slain. 

[Falls, and dies. 
Queen, O me, what hast thou done f 
Ham. Nay, I know not : 

Is it the king f 

[LiJ'is up the arras, and draws forth Polonius. 
Queen. O, what a rash and blocndy deed is this ! 
Ham. A bloody deed; — almost as bad, good 
mother. 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 
Qiuen. As kill a king! 

Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word. — 

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 

[To Polonius. 

(1) Cross. 
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I took thee for thy better ; take tl^ fortune : 
Thou find'st, to be too busy, is some danger. — 
Leave wringing of your bands: Peace; sit you 

down, 
And let me wring your heart : for so I shall, 
If it be made of penetrable stuff; 
If damned custom have not brazM it so, 
That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar*st wag 
thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham. Such an act, 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty ; 
Calls virtue, hypocrite; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And sets a blister there ; makes marriage-vows 
As false as dicers' oaths : O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction* plucks 
The very soul ; and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words : Heaven's face doth glow : 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass. 
With tristfuP-visage, as against the doom, 
h thought-sick at the act. 

Queen. Ah me, what act. 

That rop.rs so loud, and thunders in the index .'* 

Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this ; 
The counterfeit presentment of two brotliers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion's* curls; the front of Jove himself; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 
A station^ like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 
A combination, and a form, indeed, 
Where every god did seem to set his seal. 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
This was your husband. — Look you now, what fol- 
lows : 

(1) Marriage-contract. (2) Sorrowful. 

(3) Index of contents prefixed to a book. 

(4) Apollo's. (5) The act of standing. 
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Here is your husbeBd ; like a mildewM ear, 
Blasting hifi wholesome brother. Have you eyes? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
And batten^ on this moor ? Ha I have you eyes ? 
You cannot call it, love : for, at your age. 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And vpaits upon the judgment ; and what judg- 

ment 
Would step from this to this ? Sense,2 sure, you have. 
Else, could you not have motion : But, sure, that 

sense 
Is apoplexM : for madness would not err ; 
Nor sense to ecstasy^ was ne'er so thraird, 
But it reserved some quantity of choice. 
To serve in such a difference. What devil was*t, 
That thus hath cozenM you at hoodman-bllnd f4 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 
£ars without hands or eyes, smellii^ sans^ all, 
Orjbut a sickly part of one true sense 
Could not so mope.^ 

O shame ! where is thy blush ? Rebellious bell, 
If thou canst mutine in a matron^s bones, 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax. 
And melt in her own fire : proclaim no shame, 
When the compulsive ardour gives the chaige ; 
Since frost itself as actively doth bum,' 
And reason {)anders will. 

Queen. O, Hamlet, speak no more : 

Thou turn*st mine eyes into my very soul ; 
And there I see such black and grained spots, 
As will not leave their tinct.7 

Ham. Nay, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an enseamed^ bed ; 
Stew'd in corruption ; honeying and making love 
Over the nasty sty ; 

Queen. O, speak to me no more ; 

(1) To grow fat. (2) Sensation. (3) Frenry. 

(4) Blindman's buff. (5) Without. 

(6) Be 80 stupid. (7) Colour. (8) Greasy. 
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These words, like daggers, enter in mine ean : 
No motCt sweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murderer, and a Tillain : 

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent lord : — a vice* of kings : 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole. 
And put it in his pocket .' 

Queen. No more. 

Enter Ghost. 

Ham. A king 

Of shreds and patches : — 
S&ve me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards I — ^What would your gracious 
figure ? 

Queen. Alas, he^s mad. 

Ham. Do you not cwne your tardy son to chide, 
That, lapsM in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread conunnnd ? 
O, say ! 

Ghost. Do not foi^et : This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look ! amazement on thy mother sits : 
O, step between her and her fighting soal ; 
Conceit^ in weakest bodies strongest works ; 
' Speak to her, Hamlet 

Ham. How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen. Alas, how is't with you. 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy. 
And with the incorporai air do hold discourse? 
Forth at your eyes your sjiirits wildly peep ; 
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm. 
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements,' 
Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle son. 
Upon the heat and ilame of thy distemper 

(1) Mimic. (2) Imagination. 

(3) The hair of animals is excrcmentitious, that 
is, without life or sensation. 
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Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look? 

Ham. On him! on him! — Look you, how pale 
he glares ! 
His form and cause conjoined, preaching to stones, 
Would make them capable. i — Do not look upon me; 
Lest, with this piteous action, vou convert 
My stern effects :2 then what 1 have to do 
Will want true colour; tears, perchance,^ for blood. 

Queen. To whom do you speak this .' 

Ham. Do you see nothing there ? 

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all that is, 1 see. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear .** 

Queen. No, nothing, but ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there ! l(X)k, bow it steaU 
away ! 
My father, in his habit as he livM ! 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! 

[Exit Ghoet 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain : 
This bodiless creation ecstasy^ 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecstasy ! 
My pulse, as yours, dcth temperately keep time. 
And makes as healthful music : It is not madneat, 
That I have utter'd : bring me to the test, 
And 1 the matter will re-word ; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul. 
That not your trespass, but mv madness, speaks : 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Repent what's past ; avoid what is to come ; 
And do not spread the compost^ on the weeds, 
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue : 
For in the fatness of th^e pursy times, 
Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg ; 

(1) Intelligent. (2) Actions. (3) Peihaps. 
(4) Frenzy. (5) Manure. 
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Yea, curbi and woo, for leave to do him good. 

Queen. O Hamlet ! thou hast cleft my heart in 
twain. 

Ham. O, throw away the worser part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half 
Good night : out go not to my uncle*8 beo ; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat 
Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this ; 
That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery, 
That aptly is put on : Refi-ain to-night ; 
And that shall l^nd a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy : 
For use almost can change the stamp of nature, 
And either curb the devil, or throw nini out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night I 
And when you are desirous to be blessed, 
PU blessing beg of you. — For this same lord, 

[Pointing to Polonius. 
I do repent : But heaven hath pleasM it so, — 
To punish me with this, and this with me, 
That I must be their scoui^ and minister. 
I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night ! — 
1 must be cruel, only to be kind : 
Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. — 
But one word more, good lady. 

Queen. What shall I do.? 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that J bid you do: 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; 
Pinch wanton on your cheek; call you, his mouse ;3 
And let him, for a pair of reechy* kisses. 
Or paddling in your neck with his damned fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 
That I essentially am not in madness, 
But mad in craft. *Twere good, you let him know : 

(1) Bend. (2) A term of endearment. 

(3) Steaming with heat 
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For who, that's but a queen, fair*, sober, wise, 
Would from a paddock,* from a bat, a gib,' 
Such dear concernings hide ? who would do so ? 
No, in despite of sense, and secrecy. 
Unpeg the basket on the house's top, 
Let the birds fl^ ; and, like the famous ape. 
To try conclusions,^ in the basket creep, 
And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be thou assured, if words be made of 
breath, 
And breath of life, T have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham. I must to England ; you know that ? 

Queen. Alack, 

I had forgot ; 'tis so concluded on. 

Ham. There's letters seai'd : and my two school- 
fellows, — 
Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang'd,^— 
They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my way, 
And marshal me to knavery : Let it work ; 
For 'tis the sport, to have the engineer 
Hoist with his own petar :* and it shall go hard. 
But I will delve one yard below their miues, 
And blow them at the moon : O, 'tis most sweet. 
When in one line two crafts directly meet. — 
This m'ln shall set me packing. 
I'll luu (he guts into the neighbour rooni: — 
Mothe , go<xi night. — Indeed, this counsellor 
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave. 
Who w iS in life a foolish prating knave. 
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you : — 
Good i light, mother. 

[Exeunt severally ,• Hamlet lagging in 
Polonius. 

(1) Toad. (2) Cat. (3) Experiments. 

(4) Having their teeth. 

(5) Blown up with his own bomb. 
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ACT IV. 

SCEJ^E I.— The same. Enter King, Queen, 
RosencrantZi and GuildeQstem. 

King. There's matter in these sighs ; these pro- 
found heaves ; 
You must translate : 'tis fit we understand them : 
Where is your son ? 

Queen. Bestow this place on us a little while. — 

[To Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, whogo out. 
Ah, ray good lord, what have I seen to-night ! 

King. What, Gertrude ? how does Hamlet ? 

Queen. Mad as the sea, and wind, when both 
contend 
Which is the mightier : In his lawless fit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir, 
Whips out his rapier, cries, A rat I a rat ! 
And, in this brainish apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King. O heavy deed .' 

It had been so with us, had. we been there : 
His liberty is full of threats to all ; 
To you yourself, to us, to every one. 
Alas ! how shall this bloody deed be answerM.' 
It will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, re-strainM, and out of haunt,l 
This mad young man : but, so much was our love, 
We would not understand what was most fit; 
But, like the owner of a foul disease. 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kill*d : 
0*er whom his very madness, like some ore. 
Among a mineral^ of metals base, 
Shows itcelf pure ; he weeps for what is done. 

King. O, Gertrude, come away ! 
Tlie sun no sooner shall the mountains touch, 

(1) Company. (2) Mine. 

VOL. VIII. U 
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But we will ship him hence : and this vile deed 

We must, with all our majesty and skill, 

Both countenance and excuse. — Ho ! Guildenstern ! 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 
Friends both, go join you with some further aid : 
Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain, 
And from his mother's closet hath he di*a»;^'d him : 
Go, seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

[Exeunt Ros. and Gu'ii. 
Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends ; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do. 
And what's untimely done : so, haply, slander, — 
Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter. 
As level as the cannon to his blank,i 
Transports his poison'd shot, — may miss our ncmne, 
And hit the woundless air. — O come awa v ; 
My soul is full of discord, and dismay. [Exeunt 

SCEU^TE IL— Another room in the same. En- 
ter Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely stowed, [Ros. 4"C' "within, 

Hamlet! lord Hamlet'] But soft! — what noise.' 
who calls on Hamlet .' O, here they como. 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the 
dead body? 

Ham. Compounded it with dust, where'o'tis kin. 

Ros. Tell us where 'tis; that we may take it 
thence. 
And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Ros. Believe what? 

Ham. That I can keep vour counsel, and not 
mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge ! 

(1) Mark. 
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— what replication should be made by the scm of 9 
king ? 

Ros. Take you me for a ? pongei my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir ; that soaks up the king's counte- 
nance, his rewards, his authorities. But such officers 
do the king best service in the end : He keeps them 
like an ape, in the corner of his jaw ; first nrKMithed, 
to be last swallowed : When he needs what you 
have gleaned, it is but squeezing you, and, sponge, 
you shall be dry again. 

Ros. I understand you not, my lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it : A ki.avish speech sleeps 
in a tbolish ear. 

Ros. My lord, yon must tell us where the body 
is, and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king 
is not with tlie body. The king is a thing 

Gvil. A thinpr, my lord .-* 

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide fox, 
and all after.' [Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE HI. — Another room in the same. En- 
ter King, attended. 

King. 1 have sent to seek him, and to find the 
body. 
How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose ! 
Vet must not we put the strong law on him : 
He's lov'd of the distracted multitude, 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ; 
And, where 'tis so, the offender's scoui^e is weigh'd. 
But never the offence. To bear all smooth and even, 
This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown, 
By desperate appliance are reliev'd, 

Enter Rosencrantz. 
Or not at all. — How now .' what hath befallen ? 
Ros. Where the dead body is bcstow'd, my lord, 

(1) A sport among children. 
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We cannot get tVoni hinru 
Kiiig. But where is he ? 

Ros. Without, my lord ; guarded, to know your 

pleasure. 
Kin^. Bring him before us. 
Ros. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 

Ham. At supper. 

King. At supper.' Where .^ 

Ham. Not w I se; e he eats, but where he is eaten : 
a certain convocation of politic worms are e'en at 
him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet : we 
fat all creatures <;lse, to fat us ; and we fat ourselves 
for maggots: Your fat king, and your lean beggar, 
is but variable service ; two dishes, but to one table; 
that's the end. 

King. Alas, ulas ! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath 
eat of a king ; and eat of the fish that hath fed of 
that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this.' 

Ham. Nothing, but to show you how a king may 
go a progress through the guts of a beggar. 

King. Where is Polonius f 

Ham. In heaven ; send thither to see : if your 
messenger find him not there, seek him i*the other 
place yourself. But, indeed, if you find him not 
within this month, you shall nose him as you go up 
the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. [ To some A itendants. 

Ham. He will stay till you come. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial 
safety. 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, — must send thea 

hence 
With fiery quickness : Therefore, prepare thyself^ 
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The bark is ready, and the wind at help,l 
The associates tead,^ and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England ? 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 

Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them. — But, come; 
for England ! — Farewell, dear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother : Father and mother is man 
and wife ; man and wife is one flesh ; and so, my 
mother. Come, for England. [Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot ; tempt hintwith speed 
aboard ; 
Delay it not, Pll have him hence to-night : 
Away ; for every thing is seaPd and done 
That else leans on the affair : Pray you, make haste. 
[Eocevni Ros. and Guil. 
And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught, 
(As ray great power thereof may give thee sense ; 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us,) thou may'st not coldly set' 
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full, 
By letters c6niuring to that effect, 
The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England; 
For like the hectic in my blood he rages, 
And thou must cure me : Till I know His done, 
Howe'er my haps,'* my joys will ne'er begin. [Ex. 

SCEJ^E IV.— A plain in Denmark. EnierYoi* 
tinbras, and Forces^ marching. 
For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king ; 
Tell Dim, that, by his license, Fortinbraa 
Craves the conveyance of a promis'd march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 



(1) Right, ready. 
(3) Value, estimate. 



(2) Attend. 
(4) Successes. 
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If that his majesty would aught with us, 
We shall express our duty ia his eye,^ 
And let him know so. 

Cap. I will do't, my lord. 

For. Go softly on. [Exe. For. and Forces, 

Enter Hamlet, Rosencrantz, Guildenstem, ^c. 

Ham. Good sir, whose powers2 are these ' 

Cap. They are of Norway, sir. 

Ham. How purposM, sir, 

[ pray you ? 

Cap. Against some part of Poland. 

Ham. Who 

Commands them, sir? 

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 

Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir, 
Or for some frontier ? 

Cap. Truly to speak, sir, and with no addition. 
We go to gain a httle patch of ground. 
That hath in it no pronl but tl)e name. 
To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it ; 
Nor will it 3neld to Norway, or the Pole, 
A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Polack^ never will defend it. 

Cap. Yes, 'tis already garrisoned. 

Ham. Two thousand souls, and twenty thousand 
ducats. 
Will not debate the question of this straw : 
This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace ; 
That inward breaks, and shows no cause without 
Why the man dies. — I humbly thank you, sir. 

dap. God be wi* you, sir. [Exit Captain. 

Ros. Will*t please you go, my lord ? 

Ham. I will be with you straight. Go a little 
before. [Exeunt Ros. ana Guil. 

How all occasions do inform against me. 
And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man. 
If his chief good, and market* of his time, 

(1) Presence. (2) Forces. (3) Polander. 
(4) Profit. 



,y Google 



Scene V. PRINCE OF DENMARK. 



311 



Be bwt (o sleep, and feed ? a beattt, no ntoto. 

Sure, l>e, thai made us with such large discourse,! 

Looking- before, and after, gave us not 

That capability and godlike reason. 

To fusl2 in us unusM. Now, whether it be 

Bestial obUvion, or some craven^ scru})le 

Of thinking too precisely on the event, — 

A thought, which, quartered, hath but one part 

wisdom, 
And, ever, three parts coward, — I do not know 
Why yet 1 live to say, This thing's to do; 
Sith'* 1 have cause, and will, and stit^ngth, and 

means. 
To do*t. Examples, gross as earth, exhort mc : 
Witness, this army of such mass, and charge, 
Led by a delicate and tender prince ; 
Whose spirit, with divine ambition puif 'd. 
Makes mouths at the invisible event ; 
Exposing what is mortal, and unsure, 
To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare. 
Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great, 
Is, not to stir without great argument ; 
But greatly to find quarrel in a straw, 
"When honour's at the slake. How stand I then, 
That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd, 
Excitements of my reason, and my blood, 
And let all sleep i* while, to my shame, I see 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 
That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame, 
Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause. 
Which is not tomb enough, and continent. 
To hide the slain i* — O, from this time fortli, 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. [Ex. 

SCEJ\"E V. — Elsinore. A room in the castie. 
Enter Queen and Horatio. 
Queen. ■ 1 will not speak with her. 



(1) Power of comprehension. 

(2) Grow mouldy, (3) Cowardly. 



(4) Since 
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Hor. She is importunate ; indeed distract ; 
Her mood will needs be pitied. 

Queen. What would she have ? 

Hot. She speaks much of her father ; says, she 
hears, 
There's tricks i'the world; and hems, and beats 

her heart ; 
Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt. 
That carry but half sense : her speech is nothing, 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection ; they aim* at it, 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
"Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures, yield 

them. 
Indeed would make one think, there might be 

thought, 
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

Queen. *Twere good she were spoken with ; for 
she may strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds : 
Let her come m. [Exit Horatio. 

To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is. 
Each toy 2 seems |)rologue to some great amiss : 
So full of artless jealousy is guilt. 
It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 

Re-enter Horatio, with Ophelia. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of Den- 
mark ? 
Queen, How now, Ophelia ? 

Oph. Ilau) sTumld I your true-love know 

From another one ? 

By his cockle hat and staffs 

And his sandal sh<ion.^ [Singing. 

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song ? 
QpA. Say you ? nay, pray you, mark. 

(1) Guess. (2) Triae. (3) Shoe. 
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He is dead and gone, lady, [Sings. 

He is dead and gone ,• 
At his head a grass-green turf. 
At his heels a stone. 
0,ho! 

Queen. Nay, but Ophelia, 

Oph. ' Pray you, roaik. 

White his shroud as the mountain snow. 

[Sings. 

Enter King. 

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord. 

Oph. Larded i all with stoeet Jlowers ; 
Which bewepi to the grave did go. 
With true-love showers. 

King. How do you, pretty lady ? 

Oph. Well, God 'ieida you ! They say, the owl 
was a baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we 
are, but know not what we may be. God be at 
your table ! 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Oph. Pray, let us have no words of this; but 
when they ask you, what it means, say you this : 

Good morrow, ^tis Saint Valentine's day. 

All in the morning betime. 
And I a maid at your window, 

To be your Valentine: 

Then up he rose, and don^d^ his clothes. 
And dujip^d* the chamber door; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
JVever departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia ! 

Oph, Indeed, without an oath, V\\ make an end 
on't: 

(1) Garnished. (2) Reward. 

(3) Do on, i. e. put on. (4) Do up. 
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By Gis,^ and by Saint Charity,* 

Alack, and JU for aham/tl 
Young men mil cU)% \f they come toU ; 

By cock, they are to blame. 

Quoth she, Before you tumbled me. 
You promised me to wed : 

[He answers.] 

So would I hd* done, by yonder sun. 
An thou hadsi not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath she been ihus ? 

Oph. I hope, all will be well. We must be pa- 
tient : but I cannot choose but weep, to think, thev 
should lay him i*the cold ground ; My brother shall 
know of it, and so I thank yo" ■". for vour good coun- 
sel. Come, my coach ! Good night, laclies ; good 
night, sweet ladies : good night, good night. [Ex. 

King, follow her close ; gi»re her go«i watch, 
I pray you. [Exit Horatio. 

! this is the poison of deep grief; it springs 
All from her father^s death : And now behold, 
O Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 
But in battalions ! First, her father slain ; 
Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author 
Of his own just remove : The people muddied. 
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and 

whispers, 
For good Polonius* death ; and we have done but 

greenly,2 
In hugger-mugger* to inter him : Poor Ophelia 
Divided from herself, and her fair judgment; 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts. 
Last, and as much containing as all these> 
Her brother is in secret come from 4^ ranee : 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 

(1) Saints in the Roman-catholic calendar.. 

(2) Without judgment. (3) Privately. 
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And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his fathei's death ; 
"Wherein necessity, of matter begfgarM, 
Will nothing stick our person to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 
Like to a murdering piece, in many places 
Gives me sui)er{luous death ! [A noise within, 
^uen. Alack ! what noi:se is this? 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King. Attend. 
Where are my Switzers?! Let them guard the door: 
What is the matter.? 

Gent. Save yourself, my lord ; 

The ocean, overpeering of hisi list,2 
Eats not the Hats with more impeJuous haste. 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 
0*erb«ttr8 your officers ! The rabble call him, lord ; 
And, as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, custom not known. 
The ratifiers and props of every word. 
They cry, Choose we ; Laertes shall be king ! 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to (he clouds, 
Laertes shall be kingy Laertes king ! 

Queen. How cheerfully on the false traiP they cry : 
O, this is counter,4 you false Danish dogs. 

King. The doors are broke. [Js'oise within. 
Enter Laertes, armed ; Danes foUcwing. 

Laer. Where is this kingi* — Sirs, stand you all 

without. 
Dan. No, let's come in. 

I^ti'. I pray you, give me leave. 

Dan. We will, we will. 

[They retire without the door. 
Laer. I thank you : — keep the door. — O tliou 

vile king, 

(1) Guards. (2) Bound<«. (3) Scent. 

(4) Hounds run coimler when they trace the 
•cent backwards. 
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Give me my father. 

Queen. Calmlv, g^ood Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood, that's calm, proclaims 
me bastard ; 
Cries, cuckold, to my father; brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched' brow 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the cause, Laertes, 

That thy rel^ellion looks so giant-like i* — 
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ; 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treason can but peep to what it would, 
Acts little of his will. — Tell me, Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incens'd ; — Let him go, Ger- 
trude ; — 
Speak, man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King Dead. 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? Pll not be juggled 
with : 
To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil ! 
Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit ! 
I dare damnation : To this point I stand, — 
That both the worlds I give to negligence. 
Let come what comes ; only I'll be reveng'd 
Most thoroughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you f 

Laer. My will, not all the world's : 
And, for my means, I'll husband them so well, 
Tbe^ shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of yourdear father's death, is't writ in your revenge. 
That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and 

foe, 
Winner and loser.' 

(I) Clean, undefiled. 
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Ijoer. Noue but bis enemies. 

King. Will you know Ihcm then ? 

Laer. To his good friendij thus wide I'll ope mj 
arms ; 
And, like the kind life-rend*ring pelican, 
Repast them with my blood. 

King, Why, now you speak 

Like a good child, and a true s^entleman. 
That I am guiltless of ^our father's death. 
And am most sensibly m grief for it, 
It shall as level to your judgment *pear,i 
As day does to vour eye. 

Danes. J Wiihin.] Let her come in. 

lAter. How now ! what noise is that ? 

Enter Ophelia, Janiasiically dressed with straws 
andjiowers. 

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears seven times salt, 
Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye ! — 
By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight, 
Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May! 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! 
O heavens I is't possible, a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life ? 
Nature is fine^ in love : and, where 'tis fine, 
It sends some precious instance of itself 
After the thing it loves. 

Oph. They bore him barefac'd on the bier ; 
Hey no nonny, nanny hey nanny : 
And in his grave rained many a tear} — 
Fare you well, my dove ! 
Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade 
revenge, 
It could not move thus. 

Oph. You must sing, Dovm-a-down^ an you call 
him a-down-a. O, how the wheeP becomes it ! It 
is the false steward, that stole his master's daughter. 

(1) Appear. (-2) Artful. (3) The burthen. 
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Laer. This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph. There's rosemary, that's for remembrance ; 
pray you, love, remember ; and there is pansies, 
that's for thoughts. 

Latr. A document in madness; thoughts and 
remembrance fitted. 

0(pA. There's fennel for you, and columbines . 
— there's rue for you ; and here's some for me : — 
we may call it, herb of grace o'Sundays : — you 
may wear your rue with a difference.' — 'I'here's a 
daisy : — I would give you some violets ; but they 
withered all, when my father died : — They say, he 
made a good end, 

For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy^ — [Sings. 

Laer. Thoughts and affliction, passion, hell itself, 
She turns to favour, and to prettiness. 

Oph. And will he not come again? [Sings. 
And will he not come again? 
JVo, no, he is deadj 
Go to thy dealh-bedy 
He never wiU come again. 

His beard was as white as snow, 

All flaxen was his poll : 
He is gone J he is gone. 
And we cast away moan ; 

God 'a mercy on his soul.' 

And of all Christian souls ! I pray God. God be 
wi' you ! [Exit Ophelia. 

Laer. Do you see this, O God ? 

King Laertes, I must commune with your griei^ 
Or you deny me right. Go but apart. 
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will, 
•And they shall hear and judge 'twixt you and me : 
If by direct or by collateral hand 

(1) t. e. By its Sunday name *berb of grace; 
mine is merely rue, t. e. sorrow. 

(2) Melancholy. 
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They find u:« touched, we will our kioi^dom give. 
Our crown, rur life, and all that we call ours. 
To you in saiisfactioQ ; but, if iK>t, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
'And we shall jointly lab^^ur with your soul 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be so ; 

' His means <^ death, his obscure funeral, — 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o*er hia bones, 
No noble rite, nor foniial ostentation, — 
Cry to be heard, as 't»vere from heaven to earth. 
That I must call't in question. 

King. So you shall : 

And where the offence is, let the gr&?t axe fall : 
I pray you, go with mo. [Exeunt. 

SCEJSTE VI. — Another room in the same. En- 
ier Horatio, and a Servant. 

Hor. What are they, that would speak with me r* 
Serv. Sailors, sir; 

They say, they have letters for you. 

Hot. Let them come in.— 

[Exit Servant 
I do not know from what part of the world 
I siKMild be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet 

Enter Sailors. 

1 Sail. God bless you, sir. 

Nor. Let him bless thee too. 

1 Sail. He shall, sir, an't please him. Tliere'« 
a letter for you, sir : it comes from the ambassador 
that was bound for England; if your name be 
Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. [Reads.] Horatio, when thou shall liave 
overlooked this, give these fellows some means to 
the king ; they have letters for him. Ere we were 
two days old at sea., a pirate of very warlike ap- 
pointment gave us chnce : Finding ourselves too 
slow qf sail, voe put on a compelled valour i and 
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in the grapple I boarded them : on the instant thejf 
got dear of our ship ; so I alone became their 
prisoner. They have dealt with m«, like thieves 
of mercy / but they kneiv what they did ; I am to 
do a good turn for them. Let the king have the* 
letters I have sent ; and repair thou to me with as 
much haste as thou would'st fly death. I have 
words to speak in thine ear, will make thee dumb ; 
yet are they much too light for the bore of the 
matter. These good fellows will bring thee where 
lam. Rosencrantz and Guildcnstem hold their 
course for England: of them I have much to tell 
thee. Farewell. 

He that thou knowest thine^ Hamlet 

Come, I will give you way for these your letters ; 
And do*t the speedier, that you may dirett me 
To him from wnom you brought them. [ExeunL 

SCEJ^E VII. — Another room in the same. En- 
ier King and Laertes. 

King. Now must your conscience my acquittance 
seal. 
And you must put me in vour heart for friend ; 
Sith' you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he, which hath your noble father slain, 
PursuM my life. 

Laer. It well appears : — But tell me. 

Why you proceeded not against these feats. 
So crimeful and so capital in nature. 
As by your safety, greatness, wisdom, all things else. 
You mainly were stirrM up ? 

King. O, for two special reasons ; 

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew'd,^ 
But yet to me they are strong. The queen his 

mother, 
Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself, 
(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,) 

(1) Since. (2) Deprived of strength. 
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She is so conjunctive to my life and soul, 
That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other motive, 
Why to a public count I might not go. 
Is, the great love the generaj gender' bear him : 
Who, dipping all his faults inOieir affection. 
Work like the springs that turneth wood to stone, 
Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows, 
Too slightly timbered for so loud a wind, 
Would have reverted to my bow again, 
And not where I had aim'd them. 

Laer. And so have I a noble father lost ; 
A sister driven into desperate terms ; 
Whose worth, if praises may go back again. 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections :— But my revenge will come. 

King. Break not your sleeps for that : you must 
not think. 
That we are made of stuff so flat and dull. 
That we can let our beard be shook with danger, 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear more : 
I lov'd your father, and we love ourself; 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine, — 
How now? what news? 

Enter a Messenger. 

J^€4is. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 

This to your maiesty ; this to the queen. 

King. From Hamlet ,' who brought them ? 

J^Iess. Sailors, my lord, they say ; I saw them not; 
They were given me by Claudio ; he received them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes, you shall hear them :— 

Leave us. [Exit Messenger. 

[Reads.] High and mighty, you shaU kmm, 1 
am set naked on your kingdom. To-morrow shall 

(1) Common people. 

(2) Petrifying springs are common in many parts 
of England. "^ *^ 

VOL. VIII. X 
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I beg leave io see your kingly eyes ; when I shaU^ 
Jirst asking your pardon thereunto^ recount the 
occasion of my sudden and more strange return. 

Hamlet 
What should this mean? Are all the rest come back? 
Or is it some abuse, and no such thing ? 

JLaer. Know you the hand ? 

King. 'Tis Hamlet's character. JVakedj— 

And, in a postscript here, he says, alone : 
Can you advise nie ? 

Ijaer, I am lost in it, my lord. But let him come ; 
It warms the very sickness in my heart. 
That I shall live and tell him to bis teeth. 
Thus diddest thou. 

King. If it be so, Laertes, 

As how should it be so? how otherwise ? — 
Will ypu be rul'd by me ? 

Laer. Ay, my lord ; 

So you will not o'er-rule me to a peace. 

King. To thinrt own peace, if he be now re- 
turned, — 
As checking! at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, — 1 will work hira 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device. 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall : 
And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe ; 
But even his mother shall unchai^ the practice, 
And call it, accident. 

Laer. My lord, I will be rul*d ; 

The rather, if you could devise it so. 
That I might he the oi^an. 

King, It falls right. 

You have been talk'd of since your travel much. 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality, 
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts 
Did not t(^ether pluck such envy from hira, 
As did that one ; and that, in my regard. 
Of the unworthiest siege.2 

(1) Objecting to. (2) Place. 



,y Google 



Scene VII. PRINCE OF DENMARK. 323 

Latr. What part is that, my lord 

King. A very ribband in the cap of youth, 
Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears, 
Than settled age his sables, and his weeds, 
Importing health and graveness. — Two months 

since, 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy, — 
I have seen myself, and serv*d against, ihe 1* reuch, 
And they can well on horseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in't ; he grew unto his seat ; 
And to such wond'rous doing brought his hoi^, 
As he had been incorps'd and demi-naturM 
With the braVe beast : so far he topped ray thought, 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks. 
Come short of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman, was*t ? 

King. A Norman. 

Lner. Upon my life, Lamord. 

King. The very same. 

LMer. I know him well : he is the brooch,* indeed, 
And gem of all the nation. 

King. He made confession of you '-, 
And gave you such a masterly report, 
For art and exercise in your 5efence.2 
And for your rapier most especial, 
That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed, 
If one could match you : the scrimera* of their na- 
tion. 
He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye. 
If you opposed them : Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy, 
That he could nothing do, but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o*er, to play with you. 
Now, out of this, 

Laer. What out of this, my lord ? 

(1) Ornament. 

(2) Science of defence, t. e. fencing. 

(3) Fencers. 
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King, Laertes, was your father dear to yoa? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a heart f 
Laut, Why ask you this? 

King. Not that I think, you did not love your 

father ; 
But that I know, love is begun by time ; 
And that I see, in passages of proof,i 
Time Qualifies the spark and fire of it 
There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it; 
And nothing is at a like goodness still ; 
For goodness, growing to a pleurisy. 
Dies in his own too-much : That we would do. 
We should do when we would ; for this VHmld 

changes. 
And hath abatements and delays as many. 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 
And then this should is like a spendthrift sigh. 
That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o'the ulcer: 
Hamlet comes back ; What would you undertake 
To show yourself in deed your father's son 
More than in words ? 

iMer. To cut his throat i'the church. 

King. No place, indeed, should murder sanctu> 

arize : 
Revenge should have no bounds. But, good 

Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep close within your chamber • 
Hamlet, returned, shall know you are come honie: 
WeMl put on those shall praise your excellence. 
And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, in fine, to 

gether. 
And wager o'er your heads : he, being remiss, 
M<^t generous, and free from all contriving, 
Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease, 
Or with a little shuffling, you may choose 

(1) Daily experience. 
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A sword unbated,! and, in a pass of practice,^ 
Requite him for jour father. 

Laer. I will do't : 

And, for the purpose, IMI anoint my swoi-d. 
I bought an unction of a mountebank. 
So mortal, that but dip a knife in it, 
Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare, 
Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death, 
That is but scratched withal : PU touch my point 
With this contagion ; that, if I gall him slightly. 
It may be death. 

King. Let's further think of this ; 

Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means. 
May fit us to our shape : if tliis should fail. 
And that our drift look through our bad perform- 
ance, 
'Twere better not assayed : therefore this project 
Should have a back, or second, that might hold. 
If this should blast in proofs Soft,— let me see : — 
We'll make a solemn wager on your cunninsrs.^ — 
Iha't: ^ ^ &» 

When in your motion you are hot and dry, 
(As make your bouts more violent to that end,) 
And that he calls for drink, I'll have preferr'd^ him 
A chalice for the nonce ;8 whereon but sipping. 
If he by chance escape your venoni'd stuck. 7 
Our purpose may hold there. But stay, what noise 

Enter Queen. 
How now, sweet queen ? 

Queen. One wo doth tread upon another's heel. 
So fast they follow : — Your sister's drown'd, Laertes. 

Laer. Drown'd ! O, where ? 

(1) Not blunted as foils are. (2) Exercise. 

(3) As fire-arras sometimes burst in proving their 
strength. 

(4) Skill. (5) Presented. 

(6) A cup for the purpose. (7) Thrust. 
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Queen. There is a willow grows ascaunt the 
brook ^ 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
Therewith fantastic garland:) did she make 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples,' 
That liberaP shepherds give a grosser name. 
But our cold maids do dead men^s fingers call 

them: 
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clanibf^ring lo hang, an envious sliver broke ; 
When dowij her weedy trophies, and hci-self, 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread 

wide; 
And, mermaid-like, a while they l)ore her up: 
Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes ; 
As one incapable^ of her own distress, 
Or like a creature native and induM 
Unto that element : but long it could not be, 
Til! that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Ijner, Alas then, she is drown'd? 

Quien. Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore 1 forbid my tears : But yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds. 
Let shame s^y what it will : when these are gone. 
The woman will be out.4— Adieu, my lord I 
I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze, 
But that this folly drowns it. [Exit. 

King. Let's follow, Gertrude : 

How much I had to do to calm his rage ! 
Now fear I, this will give it start again ; 
Therefore, let's follow. [Exettni. 

(I) Orchis morio mas. (2) Licenlioua. 

(3) Insensible. (4) Tears will flow. 
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ACT V. 

SCEJVE I.— Ji churchyard. Enter two C\owns^ 
tciih spades, ^c. 

1 CIo. Is she to bo buried in Christian burial, 
that wilful!}' seeks her own salvation ? 

2 Clo. I tell thee, she is ; thoi-etbre make her 
prave straight :' the crowner hath set on her, and 
finds it Christian burial. 

1 Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned her- 
ie\f in her own defenc e ? 

2 Ch. Why, 'tis found ?o. 

1 Clo. It must be se oj/crtdcndo ; it cannot be 
else. For here lies the point : If I drown myself 
wittin.^ly, it aj-gues an act : and an act hath three 
branches ; it is, to act, to do, and to perform : A : - 
gal, she drowned herself wittingly. 

2 Clo. Nay, but hear you, goocfman delver. 

1 Clo Give me leave. Here lies the water; «^»x)d : 
here stands the man : f*^ood : if the man 2,0 to this 
water, and diown himself, it is, will I" , oill he, he 
goes; mark \ou that: but if the w wer come to 
nim, and diwvn 1 im, he drowns m.; himself: Ar- 
gal, he, that is not guilty of his own death, shortens 
not his own life. 

2 Clo. But is this law ? 

1 Clo. Ay, marry is't ; crownrr's-quest law. 

2 Clo. Will you ha' the truth on^t.^' If this had 
not been a gentlewoman, shr siiould have been 
buried out of Christian burial 

1 Clo. Why, there thou sa. 'st : And the more 
pity; that gre^t folks sha'l I ..ve countenance in 
this world to drown or hang tl.em«eIves,more than 
their even2 Christian. Come, my .«pade. There 
is no ancient gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, 
and grave-makers; they hold up Adam's profession. 

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman .<* 

(1) Immediately. (2) Fellow. 
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1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2 Clo. Why, he had none. 

1 Clo. What, art a heathen ? How dost thou un- 
derstand the scripture ? The scripture says, Adam 
digged; Could he dig without arms.^ Pll put 
another question to thee : if thou answerest me not 
to^the purpose, confess thyself 

2 Clo. Goto. 

1 Clo. What is he, that builds stronger than 
either the mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter? 

2 Clo. The gallows-maker ; for that frame out- 
lives a thousand tenants. 

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith ; the gal- 
lows does well: But how does it well.^ it does 
well to those that do ill : now thou dost ill, to say, 
the gallows is built stronger than the church ; argal, 
the gallows may do well to thee. To*t again; come. 

2 Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a ship- 
wright, or a carpenter .' 

1 Clo. Av, tell ine that, and unyoke. » 

2 Clo. IVlarry, now I can tell. 

1 Clo. To't. 

2 Clo. Mass, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a distance. 
1 Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more about it ; for 
your dull ass will not mend his pace with beating: 
and, when you are asked this question next, say, a 
erave-maker ; the houses that he makes, last till 
doomsday. Go, get thee to Yaughan, and fetch me 
a stoup of liquor. [Exil 2 Clown. 

1 Clown digs, and sings. 

Jn youth, when 1 did love, did love^ 
Methought, it was very sweet, 

(1) Give over. 

(2) The song entire is printed in Percy's Re- 
iiques of ancient English Poetry, vol. i. It was 
written by Lord Vaux. 
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To contract^ O, the time, for, ah, my behove^ 
Of tnethoughi, there was nothing meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business ? 
he sings at grave-making. 

Hor. Custom hath made it ifi him a property of 
easiness. 

Ham. 'Tis e*en so : the hand of little employ- 
ment hath the daintier sense. 

1 Clo. But age, with his stealing steps. 
Hath clawed me in his clutch. 
And hath shipped me into the land. 
As if I had never been such. 

[Throws up a scull. 
Ham. That scull had a tongue in it, and could 
sin^ once : How the knave jowls it to the ground, 
as if it were Ca:n*8 jaw-boue, that did the first 
murder ! This might be the pate of a politician, 
which this ass now o'er-reaches ; one that would 
circumvent God, might it not .' 
Hor. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier ; wiiich would say. Good- 
morrow, sweet lord! How dost thou, good lord? 
This might be my lord such-a-one, that praised my 
lord such-a-one's horse, when he meant to beg it ; 
might it not ^ 
Hor. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Why, e'en so : and now my lady Worms ; 
chapless, and knocked about the mazzard with a 
sexton's spade : Here's fine revolution, an we had 
the trick to see't. Did these bones cost no more 
the breeding, but to play at loggatsi with them ^ 
nUne ache to think on't. 
t Clo. A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade, [Sings. 
For — and a shrouding sheet : 
O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

^Throws up a scull. 

(1) An ancient game, played as quoits are at 
present 
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Ham. There's another : Why may not that be 
the scull of a lawyer ? Where be his quidditsi now, 
his quillets,^ his cases, his tenures, and his tricks ? 
why does he sufier this rude knave now to knock 
him about the sconce^ with a dirty shovel, and will 
not tell him of his action of battery ? Humph ! This 
fellow mig^ht be in's time a great buyer of land, 
with his statutes, his recc^izances, his fines, his 
double vouchers, his recoveries : Is this the fine of 
his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, to ha**: 
his fine pate full of fine dirt ? will his vouchers vouch 
him no more of his purchases, and double ones 
too, than the length and breadth of a pair of in- 
dentures? The very conveyances of his lands will 
hardly lie in this box ; and must the inheritor him- 
self have no more ? ha ? 

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calves-skins too. 

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which seek 
out assurance in that. I will speak to this fellow : 
— Whose grave's this, sirrah.** 

1 Clo. Mine, sir. — 

O, o pit of clay for to be made [Sings. 

For such a guest is meet. 

Ham, I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou liest 
m't. 

1 CZo. You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is 
not yours : for my part, I do not lie in't, yet it is 
mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in't, to be in't, and say it is 
thine : 'tis for the dead, not for the quick ; there- 
fore thou liest. 

1 Clo. 'Tis a quick lie, sir; 'twill away again, from 
me to you. 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for f 

(I) Subtilties. (2) Frivolous distinctions. 
(3) Head. 



,y Google 



Scene I. PRINCE OF DENMARK. 331 

1 Clo. For no mon, sir. 

Hnm. What woman then ? 

1 Clo. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in'i ? 

1 Clo. One, that was a woman, sir ; but, rest hei 
soul,' she's dead. 

JJam. How absolute the knave is ! we nnist s|)eak 
. by the card,i or equivocation will undo us. By the 
lord, Horatio, these three years 1 have taken note 
of it ; the age is grown so picked,^ that the toe of 
the peasant comes so near the heel of the courtier, 
he galls his kibe. — How long hast thou been a 
grave-maker f 

1 Clo. Of all the days i'theyear, I came to*t that 
day that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long's that since ? 

1 Clo. Cannot you tell thati* every fool can tell 
that : It was that very day that young Hamlet was 
bom : he that is mad, and sent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England ? 

1 Clo. Why, because he was mad : he shall re- 
cover his wits there ; or, if he do not, *tis no great 
matter there. 

Ham. Why.? 

1 Clo. 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the 
men are as mad as lie. 

Ham. How came he mad i* 

1 Clo. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham. How strangely ? 

1 Clo. 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

1 Clo. Why, here in Denmark ; I have been sex- 
ton here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i'the earth ere 
he rot .? 

1 Clo. 'Faith, if he be not rotten before he die (as 
we have many pocky corses now-a-days, that will 

(1) By the compass, or chart of direction. 

(2) Spruce, aA'ected. 
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scarce hold the laying in,) he will last you scmie 
eight year, or nine year : a tanner will last you 
nine year. 

Ham. Why he more than another ? 

1 Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while; 
and your water is a sore decayer of your whoreson 
dead body. Here's a scull now hath lain you i*the 
earth three-and-twenty years. 

Ham. Whose was it .'* 

1 Clo. A whoreson mad fellow's it was ; Whose 
do you thinic it was i* 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

1 Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue ! 
he poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. 
This same scull, sir, was Yorick's scull, the king's 
jester. 

Ham. This.? [Takes the scull. 

1 Clo. E'en that. 

Ham. Alas ! poor Yorick ! — I knew him, Hora- 
tio; a fellow of infinite jest; of most excellent 
fancy : he hath borne me on his back a thousand 
times ; and now, how abhorred in my imagination 
it is ! my gorge rises at it Here bung those lips, 
that 1 have kiss'd I know not how oft Where be 
your gibes now i* your gambols .' your songs i* your 
flashes of merriment, that were wont to set die table 
on a roar? Not one now, to mock your own gi'in- 
ning ? quite chap-fallen .? Now get you to my lady's 
chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to 
this favour! she must come ; make her laugh at that. 
Pr'ythee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hot. What's that, my lord .' 

Ham. Dost thou think, Alexander looked o'this 
fashion i'the earth ? 

Hor. E'en so. 

Ham, And smelt so } pah ! 

[Throws doion the scuU. 

(1) Countenance, complexion. 
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Hot. E*en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, Hora- 
tio ! Why may not imagination trace the noble dust 
of Alexander, till be find it stopping a bung-hole? 

Hor. 'Twere to consider too curiously, to con- 
sider so. 

Ham. No, faith, not a iot ; but to follow him 
thither with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead 
it : As thus ; Alexander died, Alexander was bu- 
ried, Alexander retumeth to dust; the dust is 
earth ; of earth we make loam : And why of that 
loam, whereto he was converted, might they not 
stop a beer-barrel ? 

Imperious^ Caesar, dead, and tum'd to clay. 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 
O, that the earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter*s f aw !3 

But soft ! but soft ! aside : — Here comes the king. 

Enter Priest, ifc. in procession ; the corpse of 
Ophelia, Laertes and Mourners following , 
Kmg, Queen, their trains, 8fC. 

The queen, the courtiers : Who is this they follow } 
And with such maimed rites .'^ This doth betoken, 
The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand 
Fordo^ its own life. 'Twas of some estate :* 
Couch we a while, and mark. 

[Retiring with Horatio 

Laer. What ceremony else .' 

Ham. That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth : Mark. 

Laer. What ceremony else ? 

1 Priest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarg'd 
As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful; 
And, but that great command o*ersways the order, 

(1) Imperial. (2) Blast. 

(3) Imperfect obsequies. (4) Undo, destroy. 

(5) High rank. 
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f5he should in ground unsanctified have lodg'd, 
Till the last tiumpet ; for charitable prayers, 
Shards,l flints, and pebbles should be thrown on 

her: 
Vet here she is allowed her virgin crants,2 
Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 
* Laer. Must there no more be done ? 

1 Friest No more be done ! 

We should profane the service of the dead, 
To sing a reqviem ^ and such rest to her 
As to peace-parted souls. 

I^aer. Lay her i'lhe earth ; — 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh. 
May violets spnng I— I tell thee, churlish piiest, 
A ministVing angel shall my sister be, 
"When tliou l.est howli.ng. 
• Ham. What, the fair Ophelia I 

Q^ueen. Sweets to the sweet : Farewell ! 

[Scattering Jiowers. 
I hop*d,thou should'st have been my Hamlet's wife; 
I thought, thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid, 
And not have strew*d thy grave. 

Laer. O, treble wo 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head, 
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Depriv'd thee of I— Hold oft" the earth a while, 
Till 1 have caught her once more in mine arms : 

\Leaps into the grave. 
Now pile your dust upon the quicM and dead ; 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made 
To o'er-top old Pelion, or the skyish head 
Oi -»lue Olympus. 

Ham. [Advancing.'^ WHiat is he, whcwe grief 
Bears such an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wand'ring stars, and makes them 
stand 

(1) Broken pots or tiles. (2) Garlands. 

(3) A mass, fur the dead. (4) Living. 
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Like wonder-wounded bearers? this is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into the grave. 

Laer. The devil take thy soul I 

[Grappling with him. 

Ham. Thou pray*8t not well. 
I pr*ythee, take thy fingers from my throat ; 
For, though I am not splenetive and rash. 
Yet have 1 in me something dangerous, 
Which let thy wisdom fear : Hold off' thy hand. 

King. Pluck them asunder. 

Qiteen. Hamlet, Hamlet 

Jill. Gentlemen, 

Uor Good my lord, be quiet. 

[The Attendants part ihem^ and they comt 
out of the grave. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme, 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 

Queen. O my son ! what theme .-• 

Ham. I lov'd Ophelia ; forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love, 
Make up my sum. — What wilt thou do for her? 

King. O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen. For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham. ^Zounds, show me what thou'lt do : 
Woul't weepi* wouPt fight? woul*t fast? wouPt 

tear thyself? 
WouPt drink up Es\\ ?i eat a crocodile ? 
I'll do't. — Dost thou come here to whine? 
To outface me with leading in her grave? 
Be buried quick with her, and so will I : 
And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us ; till our ground. 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone, 
Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, an thou'lt mouth, 
Pll rant as Vvell as thou. 

Queen. This is mere madness : 

(I) Kisel is vinegar; but Mr. Steevens conjec- 
tuirs ibe word should be Weisel, a river which 
falls into the Baltic ocean. 
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And thus a while the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove. 
When that her golden couplets are disclosed/ 
His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, sir ; 

What is the reason that you use me thus f 
I lov*d you ever : But it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself do what he may. 
The cat will mew, and dc^ will have his day. 

[Exit 

King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon 

him. — [Exit Horatio. 

Strengthen your patience in our last niehi^s speech ; 

[To Laertes. 
We'll put the matter to the present push. — 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 
This grave shall have a living monument : 
An hour of quiet short'y shall we see ; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE II.— A hall in the castle. Enter Ham- 
let and Horatio. 

Ham. So much for this, iir : now shall you see 
the other; — 
You do remember all the circumstance f 
Hor. Remember it, my lord ! 
Han. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of 
fighting. 
That would not let me sl^p : methought, I lay 
Worse than the mutines3 in the bilboes.' Rashly, 
And p ais'd be rashness for it, — Let us know. 
Our ill liscretion sometimes series us well. 
When uur deep plots do pall -A and that should 

teach us. 
There's a divinity that shapes our ends, 

(1) Hatched. (2) Mutineers. 

(3) Fetters and hand-cuffs, brought from Bilboa 
in Spain. 

(4) Fail 
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Roiieh-bew ihein how we will. 

Nor. That is roost certaia 

Ham. Up from mv cabin, 
My. sea-gown scarf 'd about me, in the dark 
Grop'd ito find out tliem : had my desire ; 
FingerM their packet ; and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again : making so bold, 
My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 
Their grand commission ; wiiere I found, Horalio, 
A royal knavery ; an exact command, — 
Larded' with many several sorts of reasons, 
Importing Denmark^s health, and England^s too, 
With, ho ! such bugsS and goblins in my life, — 
That, on the supervise,^ no leisure bated. 
No, not to stay the grinding of the axe. 
My head should be struck off. 

Hot. Is't possible ? 

Ham. Here's the commission ; read it at more 
leisure. 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed ? 

Hor. Ay, 'beseech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villanies, 
Or^ 1 could make a prologue to my brains. 
They had begun the play : — I sat me cown ; 
Devis'd a new commission ; wrote it fair : 
I once did hold it, as our statists^ do, 
A baseness to write fair, and laboured much 
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman's senrice : Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote? 

Hor. Ay, good m^ lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the kmg, — 
As England was his faithful tributary ; 
As love between them, like the palm, might flourish; 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear, 
Ana stand a comma^ 'tween their amities ; 

(1) Garnished. (2) Bugbears. 

(3) Looking over. (4) Before. 

(5) Statesmen. (6) A note of connection. 

VOL. VIII. Y 
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And many such like as's of ^reat charge, — 
That, on the vieiv and knowing of these contents, 
Without debatement further, more or less. 
He should the bearers put to sudden death, 
Not shrivingi-time allow'd. 

Mor. How was this seaPd ? 

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant ; 
f had my father's signet in my purse, 
Which was the models of that Danish seal : 
Folded the writ up in form of the other ; 
Subscribe it; gave't the impression ; plac*d it safely, 
The changeling never known : Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight ; and what to this was sequent' 
Thou k.iow'st already. 

Mor. So Guildenstcm and Rosencrantz gx) to't. 

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this 
employment ; 
They are not near my conscience ; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow : 
*Tis dangerous, when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites. 

Hor. Why, what a kino; ig this ! 

Ham. Docs it not, think thee, stand roe now 
upon ? 
He that hath kiird my king, and whorM my mother ; 
Popp*d in between the election and my hopes ; 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life, 
And with such cozenage ; is't not perfect conscience. 
To qult^ him with this armf and isH not to be 

damnM, 
To let this canker of our nature ccrnie 
In further evil ? 

Hor. It must be shortly known to him from 
England, 
What is the issue of the business there. 

Ham. It will be short : the interim is mine ; 

(1) Confessing. (2) Copy. 

(3) Following. (4) Requite. 
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And a man^s life no more than to say, one. 
But I am very sorrv, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes 1 forgot myself; 
For by the image oi my cause, I see 
The portraiture of his: PU counts his favours: 
But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 
Hor. Pe^ce ; who comes here ^ 

Enter Osric. 

Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back to Den- 
mark. 

Ham. I humbly thank you, sir. — Dost know this 
water-fly ?2 

Hor. No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy slate is the more gracious ; for 'tis a 
vice to know him : He hath much land, and fertile: 
let a beast be lord of beasts, and his crib shall 
stand at the king's mess : 'Tis a chough \^ but, as 
I say, spacious in the possession of dirt. 

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, 
I should impart a thing to you from his majesty. 

Ham. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence of 
spirit : Your bonnet to his right use ; 'tis for the head. 

Osr. I thank your lordship, 'tis very hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, tis very cold ; the wind 
is northerly. 

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

Ham. But yet, methinks it is very sultry and 
hot ; or my complexion 

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is veir sultry, — 
as 'twere, — I cannot tell how — My lord, his majesty 
bade me signify to you, that he has laid a great 
wager on your head : Sir, this is the matter, — 

Hmn. I beseech you, remember 

[Hamlet moves him to put on his hat. 

Osr. Nay, good my lord ; for my ease, in good 

(1) For c(mnt some editors read court. 

(2) Water^ies are gnats. 

(3) A bird like a jackdaw. 
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faith.l Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes: 
believe me, an absolute gentleman, full of most 
excellent diflerences,2 of very soft society, and 
. great showing : Indeed, to speak feelingly of him, 
he is the card^ or calendar of gentry, for you shall 
find in him the continent^ of what part a gentleman 
would see. 

Ham. Sir, this definement suflei-s no perdition 
in you ; — though, I know, to divide him inventori- 
ally, would diizy the arithmetic of memory ; and 
yet but raw neither, in respect of his quick sail. 
But, in the verity of extolment, I take him to be a 
soul of great article ; and his infusion of such 
dearth smd rareness, as, to make true diction of 
him, his semblable is his mirror ; and, who else 
would trace him, his umbrage, nothing more * 

Osr, Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him. 

Ham. The concernancy, sir .'' why do we wrap 
the gentleman in our more rawer breath ? 

Osr. Sir.? 

Hor. Is^t not possible to understand in another 
ton|;ue ^ You will do't, sir, really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination^ of this 
gentleman i 

Osr. Of Laertes i* 

Hor. His purse is empty already ; all his golden 
words are spent. 

Ham. Or him, sir. 

Osr. I know, you are not ignorant 

Ham. I would you did, sir ; yet, in faith, if you 
did, it would not much approve^ me ; — Well, sir. 

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excellence 
Laertes is 

(1) The affected phrase of the time. 

(2) Distinguishing excellencies. 

(3) Compass or chart. 

(4) The country and pattern for imitation. 

(5) This speech is a ridicule of the court jargon 
of that time. 

(6) Mentioning. (7) Recommend. 
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Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should com- 
pare with him in excellence ; but, to know a man 
well, were to know himself. 

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the im- 
putation laid on him by them, in his meedi he*s un- 
lellowed. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Osr. Rapier and dag^g-er. 

Ham. That's two of his weapons: but, well. 

Osr. The king, sir, hath watered with him six 
Barbary horses : against the which he has impawn- 
ed,2 as I take it, six French rapiers and poniards, 
with their aligns, as girdle, hangers,^ and so: 
Three of the carriages, in faith, are very dear to 
fancy, very responsive to the hilts, most delicate 
i arriages, and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hor. I knew, you must be edified by the mar- 
gent,'* ere you hud done. 

Oir. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrase would be more german* to the 
matter, if we could carry a cannon b_y our sides ; I 
%vould it might be hangers till then. But on : Six 
Barbary hon^es against six French sword*, tlieir as- 
signs, and three liberal-conceited carriages; that's 
the French bet against the Danish : Why is this im- 
pawned, as you call it.^* 

Odr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen 
passes between yourself and him, he shall not ex- 
coed you three hits ; he hath laid, on twelve for 
nine ; and it would come to immediate trial, if your 
lordship would vouchsafe the answer. 

Ham. How, if I answer, no i* 

(1) Praise. (2) Imponed^ put down, staked. 

(3) That part of the belt by which the sword 
was suspended. 

(4) Margin of a lx)ok which contams explana- 
tory notes. 

(5) / ■ 
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Osr. 1 iiK'an, xwy lord, the opposition of your 
pcrs^on in trial. 

Ham. Sir, 1 will walk here in the ball : If it 
please his majesiy, it is the breathing time of day 
w\{\\ me : let the foils be brought, the gentleman 
willing, and the king hold hi:» purfw-e, I will win 
for him, if I can; if not, I will gain nothing but my 
fihame, and the odd hits. 

Osr. Shall 1 deliver you so? 

Ham. To this efl'ect, sir; after what flourish 
your nature wiM. 

Osr. 1 commend my duty to your lord&hip. 

[Exit. 

Ham. Yours, yours. — He does wed to coipmend 
U himself; there are no tongues else for's turn. 

Hor. This lapwing* runs away with the shell on 
his head. 

Ham. He did comply2 with his dug before he 
lucked it. Thus has he ^and many more of the 
«ame breed, that, 1 know, the urossy^age dotes on,) 
only got the tune of the time, and outward habit of 
encounter; a kind of yesty* collection, which car- 
ries them throu!ih and through the most fond* and 
winnowed opinions; and do but blow them to their 
trial, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him to 
you by young Osric, who brings back to him, that 
you attend him in the hall : He sends to know, if 
your pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that you 
will take longer time. 

Ham^ I am constant to my purposes, they follow 
the king's pleasure : if his fitness speaks, mine is 
ready ; now, or whensoever, provided I be so able 
es now. 

(1) A bird which runs about immediately as it 
IS hatched. 

(2) Compliment. (3) Worthless. (4) Frothy. 
(5) For fond read fanned. 
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Lord. The king, and queen, and all are CMiung 
down. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The queen desires you, to use some gentle 
entertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. [Exit Lord. 

Hot. You will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham. I do not think so; since he went into 
France, I have been in continual practice ; I shall 
win at the odds. But thou wouid*st not think^ 
how ill all*s here about my heart: but it is no 
matter. 

Hot. Nay, good my lord, 

Ham. It is but foolery; but it is such a kind of 
gain-giving,! as would, perhaps, trouble a woman. 

Hot. If your mind dislike any thing, obey it : I 
will forestall their repair hiiher, and say, you are 
not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury ; there is a 
special providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it 
be no^, *tis not to come ; if it be not to come, it 
will be now; if it be not now, yet it will come : the 
readiness is all : Since no man, of aught he leaves, 
knows, what is't to leave betimes f Let be. 

Enter Kingt Queen, Laertes, Lords, Osric, and At- 
iendaniSf with foils^ Sfc. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this band 
from me. 
[The King jtvis the hand of Laertes into 
thai of Hamlet. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, sir : I have done you 
wrong; 
But pardon it, as you are a gentleman. 
This presence^ knows, and you must needs have 

heard. 
How I am punish'd with a sore distraction. 

(1) Misgiving. (2) Prevent. 
(3) The king and queen^s presence. 
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What I ba^e done, 

That might your nature, honour, and exception. 

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness. 

Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never, Hamlet : 

If Hamlet from himself be ta^en away. 

And, when he*8 not himself, does wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 

Who does it then ? His madness : If 't be so, 

Hamlet is of. the faction that is wrong'd ; 

His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 

Sir, in this audience. 

Let my disclaiming from a purposM evil 

Free me so far in your most generous thoughts. 

That I have shot my arrow o*er the house, 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer, I am satisfied in nature. 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour, 
I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement. 
Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 
I have a voice and precedent of peace. 
To keep my name ungor'd :^ But till that i!tme, 
I do receive your offered love like love. 
And will not wrong it 

Ham. I embrace it freely ; 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. — 
Give us the foils ; come on. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham. Pll be your foil, Laertes ; in mine igno- 
rance 
Your Vkill shall, like a star i'the darkest night, 
Stick fiery off indeed. 

Laer. You ncock m% sir. 

Ham. No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, young Osnc. — Cousin 
Hamlet, 
Jfou know the wager? 

Ham. Very well, my lord ; 

(1) Unwounded. 
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Your grace hath laid the odds o'the weaker side. 

King. I do not fear it : I have seen vou both :— 
But since he*8 bettered, we have therefore odds. 

Laer. This is too heavy, let me see another. 

Ham. This likes me well : these foils have all a 
length ? [ They prepare to play. 

Osr. Ay, my good lord. 
• King. Set me the stoups^ of wine upon that 

table :— 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit, 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange, 
Let all the battlements their ordnance lire , 
The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath ; 
And in the cup an union^ shall he throw. 
Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn ; Give me the 

cups; 
And let the kettle to the trumj)et speak, 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 
The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth, 
JSTow the king drinks to Handet. — Come, begin ; — 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham. Come on, sir. 

Xa«'. Come, my lord. [They ptay. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgment. 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 

Laer. "Well, — again. 

King. Stay, give me drink : HamUt, this pearl 
is thine ; 
Here's to thy health. — Give him the cup. 

[Trumpets smind; and cannon shot off within. 

Ham. I'll play this bout first, set it by a while. 
Ccme. — Another hit ; What say you .•* [ They play. 

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

King. Our son shall win. 

Queen. He's fat, and scant of breath. — 

(1) Large jugs. (2) A precious pearl. 
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Here, Hamlet, take my napkin,' rub thy brows : 
The queen carouses^ to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good madam, 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Quesn. I will, my lord ; — 1 pray you, pardon mc 
King. It is the poison*d cup ; it is loo late. 

[.^side. 
Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam ; by and by. 
Queen. Come, let me wipe thy fare. 
Laer. My lord, I'll hit him now. 
King. I do not think it. 

Laer. And yet it is almost against my conscience. 

[Aside. 
Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes : you do but 
dally; 
I pray you, pass with your best violence ; 
I am afeard, you make a wanton^ of me. 
Laer. Say you so.-* come on. [Theyitlay. 

Osr. Notning neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 

[Laertes wounds Hamlet ; //i€/i, in scivfling^ 
they change rapiers^ and Hamlet wounds 
Laertes. 
King. Part them, they arc incenr.M. 

Ham. Nay, come again. [The Queen /nils. 
Osr. Look to the queen there, ho ! 

Hor. They bleed on both sides : — How is it, my 

lord.? 
Osr. Bow is't, Laertes ? 
Laer. Wh^, as a woodcock to my o^vn springe, 
Osric; 
1 am justly kill'd with mine own treachery. 
Hatn. How does the queen f 
King. She swoons to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink, — O my dear 
Hamlet ! 
The drink, the drink ;— I am po-son'd ! [Dies. 



(1) Handkerchief. 
(3) Boy. 



(2) Drinks good luck to you. 
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Ham. O villany !— Ho ! let Ihe door be lockM : 
Treaclierv ! seek it out [Laertes falls, 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slain ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good, 
In thee there is not half an hour^s life ; 
The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 
Uiibated,! and envenom'd : the foul practice 
Hath tum'd itself on me ; lo, here I lie. 
Never to rise a^in : Thy mother's poieonM ; 
I can no more ; the king, the king's to blame. 

Ham. The point 
EInvenomM too I— Then, venom, to thy work. 

[Stabs ihe King. 

Osr. 4* lArrds. Treason ! treason ! 

King. O, yet defend me, friends, 1 am but hurt. 

Htm. Here, thou incestuous, murderous, damned 
Dane, 
Drink off this potion : — Is the union here ? 
Follow my mother. [King dies. 

Laer. He is justly servM ; 

It is a ])oison temper'd2 by himself — 
Exchange foi*giveness with me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine and my father's death come not upon thee ; 
Nor thine on me ! [Dies, 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee. 
I am dead, Horatio : — Wretched queen, adieu I — 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes or audience to this act. 
Had I but time (as this fell sei^ant,3 death, 
Is strict in his arrest,) O, I could tell you, — 
But let it be :— Horatio, I am dead ; 
Thou liv'st ; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hor. Never believe it ; 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 
Here's yet some liquor left. 

(1) The foil without a button, and poisoned at 
the point. 

(2) Mixed. (3) A sergeant is a sherilfs officer. 
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Ham. As thou*rt a mao,— 

Give me the cup ; let go; by heaven IM I have it. — 

God ! — Horatio, what a wounded name, 
Things standing thus unknown, iihall live behind me? 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 
Absent thee from felicity a while, 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my stoiy. — 

[March afar off\ and shot within. 
What warlike noise is this ? 

Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come 
from Poland, 
To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Ham, O, I die, Horatio ; 

The potent poison quite o'er-crows* my spirit ; 

1 cannot live to hear the news from England : 
But I do pi-ophesy the election lights 

On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice ; 
So tell him, with the occurrents,^ more or less. 
Which have solicited,' — The rest is silence. [Dies, 
Hor. Now cracks a nobb heart \ — Good night, 
sweet prince ; 
And flights of ange's sing thee to thy rest ! 
Why does the drum come hither.' [March toiihin. 

Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambassadors, cmd 
others. 

Fort. Where is this sight ? 

Hor. What is it, you would see ? 

If aught of wo, or wonder, cease your search. 

Fort. This quarry* cries on havoc !* — O proud 
death ! 
What feast is toward in thine eternal cell. 
That thou so niany princes, at a shot, 

(1) Overcomes. (2) Incidents. (3) Incited. 

(4) Heap of dead game. 

(5) A word of censure when more game was 
destroyed than was reasonable. 
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So bloodily bast struck ? 

1 Atnb. The sigbt is dismal ; 

And our affairs from England come too late : 
The ears are senseless, that should give us bearing, 
To tell him, his commandment is fulfillM, 
That Rosencrantz and Guildenstem are dead : 
Where should we have our thanks ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth,i 

Had it the ability of life to thank you ; 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
But since, so jump^ upon this bloody question, 
You from the Polack3 wars, and you from England, 
Are here arrived ; give order, that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view ; 
And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world. 
How these things come about : So shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloo<ly, and unnatural acts; 
Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters ; 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cause ; 
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
FalpQ on the iu.entors^ heads : all this can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort Let us haste to hear it. 

And call the noblest to the audience. 
For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune ; 
I have some rights of memory in this kingdom, 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me. 

Har. Of that I shall have also cause to speak, 
And from his mouth whose voice wil! draw on more 
But let this same be presently performed. 
Even while men*s minds are wild ; lest more mis^ 

chance. 
On plots and errors, happen. 

Fort. Let four captains 

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage ; 
For he was likely, had he been put on. 
To have provM most rovally : and, for his passage, 
The soldier's music, ancl the rites of war, 

(I) i. e. The king's. (2) By chance. (3) Polish. 
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Speak loudly tor him. — 
Take up the bodies : — Such a sight as this 
Becomes the 6eld, but here shows much amiss. 
Go, bid the soldiers shoot. [A dead march. 

[Ejceunty bearing ojf the bodies ; after which, 
a peal of ordnance is shot off. 



If the dramas of Shakspeare were to be char-ac- 
terised, each bj the particular excellence which 
distinguishes it fit)m tlie i-est, we must allow to the 
tragedy of Hamlet the praise of variety. The in- 
cidents are so numerous, that the argument of the 
play would make a lon^ tale. The scenes arc in- 
terchangeably diversified with merriment and so- 
lemnity : with merriment that includes judicious 
and instructive observations ; and solemnity not 
strained by poetical violence above the natural sen- 
timents of man. New characters appear from time 
to time in continual succession, exhibiting various 
forms of life, and particular modes of conversation. 
The pretended madness of Hamlet causes much 
mirth, the mournful distraction of Ophelia fills the 
heart with tenderness, and every personage pro- 
duces the effect intended, from the apparition that, 
in the first act, chills the blood with horror, to the 
fop in the last, that exposes affectation to just con- 
temi)t. 

The conduct is, perhaps, not wholly secure against 
objections. The action is, indeed, for the most part, 
in continual progression ; but there are some scenes 
which neither forward nor retard it Of the feign- 
ed madness of Hamlet there appears no adequate 
cause, for he does nothing which he might not have 
done with the reputation of sanity. He plays the 
madman nriost, when he treats Ophelia with so much 
rudeness, which seems to be useless and wanton 
cruelty. 

Hamlet if, thipugh the whole piece, rather an in- 
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strument than an agent. After he has, by the strat- 
agem of the play, convicted the king, be makes no 
attempt to punish him ; and his death is at last ef- 
fected by an incident which Hamlet had no part in 
producing. 

The catastrophe is not very happily produced; 
the exchange ot weapons is rather an expedient of 
necessity, than a stroke of art. A scheme might 
easily be formed, to kill Hamlet with the dagger, 
and Laertes with the bowl. 

The poet is accused of having shown little re- 
gard to poetical justice, and may be charged with 
equal neglect of poetical probability. The appari- 
tion left the regions of the dead to little purpose : 
the revenge which he demands is not obtained, but 
by the death of him that was required to take it ; 
and the gratification, which would arise from the 
destruction of a usurper and a murderer, is abated 
by the untimely death of Ophelia, the young, th4 
beautiful, the harmless, and the pious. 

JOHNSON. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Duke of Venice. 

Brabantio, a senator. 

2^ wo other Senators. 

Gratiano, brother to Brahantio. 

Lodovico, kinsman to Brabaniio, 

Othello, the Moor. 

Cassio, his lievienant. 

lac^o, his ancient. 

Roderigo, a Venetian gentleman. 

Montano, Othello's predecessor in the government 

of Cyprus. 
CUrnn^ servant to Othello. 
Herald. 

Desdemona, daughter to Brahantio, and wife to 

Othello. 
h.iiilia, wife to lago. 
Bianca, a courtezan, mistress to Cassio. 

Officers, Gentlemen, Messengers, Musicians, 
Sailors, Attendants, SfC. 

Scene, for the first Act, in Venice,' during ih$ 
rest of the play, at a sea-port in Cyprus. 
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OTHELI.O, 
THE MOOR OF VENICE 



ACT I. 

SCEJ^'E /.—Venice. A street. Enter Rocleri2;o 
and lago. 

Roderigo, 

X USH, never tell me, I take it much unkindly, 
That thou, lajro, — who hast had my puij^o, 
Asifthe strings were thine, — should'st know of this. 

lago. 'Sb!ood, but you will not heni- ine : — 
If ever I did dream of such a matter. 
Abhor me. 

Rod. Thou told'st me, thou Jidst hold him in thy 
nate. 

lago. Despise me, if I do not. Three great one? 
of the city, 
In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 
Oft capp'd* to him ; — and, by tha failhof man, 
I know my price, I am '.vorth no worse a place : 
But he, as loving his own pride and purposes, 
Evades them, with a bombast t ircumstance,^ 
Horribly stuff'd with epithets of war ; 
And, in conclusion, nonsuit)^ 
My mec" iators ; Jor^ certes^ spys he, , 

(1) 5 uted. 

('?) C cumlocution. (3) Certainly. 
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I have already chose my officer. 
And what was he ? 
Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 
A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife ;' 
That never set a squadron in the field, 
Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster ; unless the bookish thcoric,^ 
"Wherein the toged consuls' can propose 
As masterly as he : mere prattle, without practice. 
Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election : 
And I,— of whom his eyes had seen the proof. 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus ; and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, — mustbebe-lee'd andcalm*d 
By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster :^ 
He, in good time, must his lieutenant be. 
And I, (God bless the mark I) his Moorship's an- 
cient. 

Rod. By heaven I rather would have been his 
hangman. 

logo. But there's no remedy, 'tis the curse of 
service ; 
Preferment goes by letter, and affection. 
Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself, 
Whether I in any just term am aflSnM* 
To love the Moor. 

Rod, I would not follow him then. 

lago. O, sir, content you ; 
I follow him to serve my turn upon him : 
We cannot all be masters, nor ail masters 
Cannot be truly fbllowM. You slmll mark 

(1) For wife some read Itje^ supposing ii to al- 
lude to the denunciation in the Gospel, too unto 
you when all men shall speak well of you. 

(2) Theory. (3) Rulers of the state. 

(4) It Was anciently the practice to reckiR up 
sums with counters. 

(5) Related. 
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Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obi^equious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his master's ass, 
For nought but provender; and, when he's old, 

cashierM ; 
Whip me such honest knaves : Others there are. 
Who, trimm'd in form* and visages of duty. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves ; 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords. 
Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lio'd 

their coats, 
Do themselves homage : these fellows have some 

soul; 
And such a one do I profess myself. 
For, sir. 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, 1 would not be lago : 
In following him, I foJlow but myself; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty. 
But seeming so, for mv peculiar end : 
For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of mv heart 
In ccmipliment extern,! 'tis not long after 
But 1 will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what 1 am. 

Rod. What a full foKune does the thick-lips owe,3 
If he can carry't thus! 

logo. Call up her father. 

Rouse him : make after him, poison bis delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets ; mcense her kinsmen, 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 
Ilague him with flies : though that bis joy be joy, 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on't, 
Aa it may lose some colour. 

Rod. Here is her father's house ; I'll call aloud. 

lago. Do ; with like timorous accent, and dire 

yell. 

As when, by night and negligence, the fire 

f 1) Outward show of civility. ^2) Own, posseas. 
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Is spied in populous cities. 
Rod. What, bo! Brabantio! signior Braoantio, 

ho! 
lago. Awake! what, ho! Brabantio! thieves 
thieves! thieves! 
Look to your house, jour daughter, and jour bags . 
Thieves ! thieves ! 

Brabantio, ahovej at a window. 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible sum- 
mons? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod, Signior, is all jour familj within? 

Jngo. Are jour doors lock'd ? 

Bra. Why? wherefore ask jou this? 

Jago. Zounds, sir, jou are robb'd ; for shame, 
put on jour gown : 
Four heart is burst,' jou have lost half jour soul ; 
Even now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping jour white ewe. Arise, arise ; 
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, 
Or else the devil will make a grandsire of jou : 
Arise, I saj. 

Bra. What, have jou lost jour wits ? 

Rod, Most reverend signior, do jou know mj 
vdce ? 

Bra. Not I ; What are jou ? 

Rod, Mj name is — Rodei i^o. 

Bra, The worse welcome : 

I have chai^'d thoe, not to haunt about mj doors: 
In honest plainness thou hast heard me saj, 
Mj daughter is not for thee ; and now, in madness. 
Being full of supper, and distempering^ draughts. 
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 
To start mj quiet 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, sir, 

Bra. But thou must needs be sure, 

Mj spirit, and mj place, have in them power 

(1) t. e. Is biAen. (2) Intoxicating. 
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To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing ? this l» 
Venice ; 
My house is not a grange, i 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

logo. Zounds, sir, you are one of those, that will 
not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because we 
come to do you service, you think we are ruffians : 
YouMI have your daughter covered with a Barbary 
hoi-se ; youMl have your nephews neigh to you : 
youMl have coursers for cousins, and gennets for 
germans 3 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou f 

lago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you, your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beast 
with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

Jago. You are — a senator. 

Bra. This thou shall answer: I know thee, 
Roderigo. 

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But I be- 
seech you, 
irt be your pleasure, and most wise consent 
(As partly, 1 find, it is,) that your fair daughter, 
At this odd-evenS and dull watch o'the night. 
Transported — with no worse nor better guard. 
But with a knaveTof common hire, a gondolier,* 
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, — 
If this be known to you, and your allowance,* 
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs ; 
But, if you know not this, my manners tell me. 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe. 
That, from the sense of all civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your reverence.- 



(1) A lone farm-house. 
(3) Midnight. 
(5) Approbation. 



(2) Relations. 
(4) A waterman. 
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Your daughter,— if you have not given her leave,— 

I say again, hath made a gross revolf ; 

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 

In an extravagant' and wheeling stranger, 

Of here and every where : Straight satisfy yoursdf t 

If she be in her chamber, or your house. 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, bo I 

Give me a taper ; — call up all my people : — 
This accident is not unlike my dream. 
Belief of it oppresses me already : — 
Light, I say ! light ! [Exit from above, 

logo. Farewell ; for I must leave you : 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place, 
To be producM (as, if I stay, I shall,) 
Against the Moor : For, 1 do know, the state,— 
However this may gall him with some check, — 
Cannot with safety cast^ him ; for he's embarkM 
"With such loud reason to the Cyprus' wars, 
(Which even now stand in act,) that, for their souls, 
Another of his fathom they have not. 
To lead their business : in which regard, 
Thouffh I do hate him as I do hell-pains. 
Yet, for necessity of present life, 
I must show out a flag and sign of love. 
Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely 

find him. 
Lead to the Saglttary the raisVl search ; 
And there will 1 be with him. So, farewell. [Ear. 

Enter belaw, Brabantio, and Servants with torches. 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 
And what's to come of my despised time,^ 
Is nought but bitterness. — Now, Roderigo, 
Where didst thou see her .'— O, unhappy girl !— 
With the Moor, sav'st thou .' — Who would be a 
father.?—* 

(1) Wandering. (2) Dismiss. (3) Old age. 
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Uovr didflt thou know 'twas she? O, thou deceiv'st 

me 
Past thought ! — ^What said she to you ? — Get more 

tapers; 
Raise all my kindred, — Are they married think you? 

Rod. Truly, I think, they are. 

Bra. O heaven .'—How got she out ! — O treason 
of the blood ! — 
Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' minds 
By what you see them act. — Are there not charms, 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
IVIay be abus'd .? Have you not read, Hoderigo, 
Of some such thing ? 

Rod. Yes, sir ; I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother.— O, that you had had 
her! — 
Some one way, some another. — Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor .•* 

Rod. I think, I can discover him ; if you please 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house PU call ; 
I may command at most ; — Get weapons, ho ! 
And raise some special officers of night. — 
On,*good Roderigo ;— Pll deser\'e your pains. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E IT.— The same. Another street Enter 
Othello, lago, and Attendants. 

logo. Though in the trade of war I have slain 
men. 
Yet do I hold it very stuft* o'the conscience, 
To do no contrived murder ; 1 lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me s'>rvice : Nine or ten times 
Ihad thouo^t to haveyerk'd himhere under the ribs. 

0th. 'Tis better as it is. 

Jago. Nay, but he prated, 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour, 
That, with the little godliness I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir, 
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Arc you fast married ? for, be sure of this, — 
That the magnifico' is much beloved ; 
And hath, in his eHbct, a voice potential 
As double as the duke's : he will divorce you ; 
Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law (with all his might, to enforce it on,) 
Will give him cable. 

0th. Let him do his spite : 

My services, which I have done the signJory, 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tu yet to know 
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honocr, 
I shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege ;2 and my demerits^ 
May speak, unboimeted,^ to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd : For know, lago, 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unhoused^ free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's ivorth. But, look ! what lights come 
yonder ? 

Knl&r Cassio, al a distance^ and certain Officers 
with torches. 

logo. These are the raised father, and his friends : 
You were best go in. 

Oih. Not I : I must be found; 

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul, 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they f 

lago. By Janus, I tliink no. 

0th. The servantsof the duke, and my lieutenant 
The goodness of the night upon jou, friends ! 
What is the news ? 

Cos. The duke does greet you, general ; 

And be requires your haste-post-haste appearance, 

(1) Brabantio : Magnifico is his title as a senator. 

(2) Seal or throne. ^^ 

(3) Demerits has the same meaning in Shakspeare 
M merits. 

(4) Uncovered. (5) Unsettled. 
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Even on the instant. 

0th. What is the matter, think you ? 

Cos. Something from Cypms, as 1 may divine ; 
It is a business of some heat : the galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent' messengers 
This very niffht at one another's heels ; 
And many ot the consuls, rais'd, and met, 
Are at the duke's already : You have been holly 

cali'dfor; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found. 
The senate hath sent about three several quests,^ 
To search you out 

Oih. *Tis well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house, 
And go with you. [ Kxii 

Cos- •Ancient, what makes he here? 

logo. 'Faith, he to-night hath boarded a lane? 
carack ;* 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 

Cas. I do not understand. 

Jftgo. He's married. 

Oas. To who? 

Re-enter Othello. 
Ingo. Marry, to— Come, captain, will you go ? 
0th. Have with you 

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers of night , 
with torches and loeapons. 

lago. It is Brabantio :— general, be advis'd ; 
He cofnes to bad intent. 

0th. Hola ! stand there ! 

Mod. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra, Down with him, tnief : 

[They draw on both sides. 
logo. You, Roderigo I come, sir, I am for you. 



(1) Following. 
(3) A rich yessel. 



(2) Searchers. 
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OtJu Keep up your bright swords, for (he dew 
will rust them. — 
Good si^nior, you shall more command with years, 
Than with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foul thief, where hast thou stow*d 
my daughter } 
DamnM as thou art, thou hast enchanted her : 
For IMl refer me to all things of sense, 
If she in chains of magic were not bound. 
Whether a maid — so tender, fair, and happy ; 
So opposite to marriage, that she shunnM 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, — 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou : to fear^ot to delight.' 
Judge me the world, if '(is not ^)ss in sense. 
That thou hast practised on her with foul channs ; 
AbusM her delicate youth with drugs, or mineralo, 
That waken motion :— PIl have it dispu(ed on; 
'Tis probable, and palpable (o (hinking. 
I (herefore apprehend and do attach thee. 
For an abuser of (he world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant : — 
Lay hold upon him ; if he do resist. 
Subdue him at his peril. 

^'^" Hold your hands. 

Both \'M of my inclining, and the rest: 
Were k my cue to fight, f should have known it 
Without a prompter. — Where will you (hat I go 
To an-ver this your charge ^ 

Sf" To prison: till fit time 

Of lau , and course of direct session, 
Call th. e (o answer. 

O'h. What if T do obey ? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied; 
Whose messengers are here about my side. 
Upon some present business of (he state. 
To bring me to him .'' 

(1) To territy, not delight 
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O^. »Tis true, most worthy signior, 

The duke^s in council ; and your noble self, 
1 am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How ! the duke in council ! 

In this time of the night ! — Bring him away : 
Miners not an idle cau»e : the duke himself, 
Or any of my brothers of the state, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as *twere" their own : 
For if such actions may have passage free, 
Bond-slaves, and pagans,^ shall our statesmen be. 

[Exeunt 

SCE:j>rE IIL^The same. A council- chamber. 

The Duke, and Senators, sitting at a table ; Of- 
Jicers attending. 

Duke. Tflere is no composition^ in these news. 
That gives them credit. 

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion'd ; 
My letters say, a hundred and seven galleys. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred 
But though they jump not on a just account 
(k% in these cases, where the aim^ reports, 

'Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish 6eet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment ; 
I do not so secure me in the error. 
But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

Sailor. [ Wiihin.] What ho ! what ho ! what ho .' 

Enier an OflScer, with a Sailor. 

(W. A messenger from the galleys. 

Duke. Now ? the business ? 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes; 
So was I bid report here to the state, 
By signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change } 

(1) The pagans and bond-slaves of Africa. 

(2) Consistencv. (3) C'oniecture. 
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\ Sen. This cannot be, 

By no assay of reason ; 'tis a pageant. 
To keep us in false gaze : When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; . 
And let ourselves again but understand, 
That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he tviih more facile question^ bear it. 
For that it stands not in such warlike brace,2 
But altogether lacks the abilities 
That Rhodes is dressM in :— -if we raake thought 

of this, 
We must not think, the Turk is so unskilful. 
To leave that latest which concerns him first ; 
Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain, 
To wake, and wage,3 a danger profitl^s. 

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes. 

O^. Here is more news. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious. 
Steering with due course toward the isle of Rhodes, 
Have there injointed them with an after-fleet. 
1 Sen. Ay, so I thought :— How many, as you 

guess ? 
Mess. Oi thirty sail : and now do they re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank ap- 
pearance 
Their purposes towards Cyprus. — SigniorMontano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor. 
With his free duty recommends you thus. 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. »Tis certain then for Cyprus.— 
Marcus Lucchese, is he not in town ? 
1 Sen. He's now in Florence. 
Duke. Write from us ; wish him post-post-haste : 

despatch. 
1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant 
Moor. 



(1) Easy dispute. 
(3) Combat. 



(2) State of defence. 
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Enter Brabantio, Othello, lago, Rodcrigo, and 
* Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ 
you 
A^inst the general enemy Ottoman. 
I did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior ; 

[To Brabantio. 
We lackM your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours : Good your grace, pardoa 
me; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business, 
Hath rais'd me fram my bed ; nor doth the general 

care 
Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
Is of 90 flood-gate and overbearing nature. 
That it englur< and swallows other sorrows, 
And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what's the matter? 

Bra. My daughter ! O, my daughter I 

5^. Dead ? 

Bra. . Ay, to me ; 

She is abus'd, stol'n from me and corrupted 
By spells and medicine? bought of mountebanks : 
For nature so preposterously to err, 
Being not deficient, blind or lame of sense, 
Sansi witchcraft could not 

Duke, Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul pro- 
ceeding. 
Hath thus beguiPd your daughter of herself. 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter. 
After your own sense ; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action.2 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems, 
Your special mandate, for the stato affairs, 
Hath hither brought. 



(1) Without. 



(2) Accusation 
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Duke 4* "S'^w- We are very sorry for it 

Dvke. What, in your own part, can you say to 
this? •[ To Othello. 

Bra. Nothing but, this is so. 

Oth. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
My very noble and approved good masters, 
That I have ta^en away this old man's daughter. 
It IS most true ; true, 1 have married her; 
The very head and front of my ofiending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech, 
And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace ; 
For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith, 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us'd 
Their dearest action^ in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I speak. 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause. 
In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious pa- 

tience, 
I will a round unvamish'd tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs^ what 

charms. 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic 
(For such proceeding I am charg'd witluil,) 
I won his aaughter with. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush'd at herself; And she, — in spite erf" nature. 
Of years, of countr}', credit, every thing, — 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on ? 
It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect. 
That will confess — perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature ; and must be diiven 
To find out practices of cunning hell. 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch again. 
That with some nuxtures powerful o'er the blood, 
Or with WXO& dram conjur'd to this effect. 
He wrought upon her. 

(1) Bo«t aKcrtion. 



,y Google 



dcene III. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 369 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof; 

Without more certain and more overt test,* 
Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming,^ do prefer against him. 

1 Sen. But, Othello, speak ; — 
Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid^s affections ? 
Or came it by request, and such feir question 
As soul to soul afibrdeth ? 

0th. I do beseech you, 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary,^ 
And let her speak pf me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report. 
The trust, the office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon rny life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither 

0th. Ancient, conduct them : you best knowtho 
place. — [Exeunt lago and Attendants 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 
So justly to your grave ears Pll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

0th. Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me ; 
Still questioned me the story of my life. 
From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes, 
That I have passM. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days. 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 
Wherwn I spoke of most disastrous chances, 
Of moving accidents, by flood, and field ; 
Of hair-breadth 'scapes i'the imminent deadly 

breach ; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe. 
And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence, 

(1) Open proof. (2) Weak show. 
(3) The sign of the fictitious creature so called. 
VOL. VIII. 2 A 
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And portancei in my travers history : 
Wherein of antresS vast, and deserts idle, 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch 

heaven, 
It was my hint to speak, such was the process ; 
And of the cannibals that each other eat. 
The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. These things to 

hear, 
Would Desdemona seriously incline : 
But still the house-afiairs would draw her thence; 
Which ever as she could with haste despatch, 
She*d come again, and with a g'reedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : Which 1 observing. 
Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means. 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart, 
That 1 would all my pilgrimage dilate. 
Whereof by parcels^ she had something heard, 
But not intentively :'* I did consent; 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When 1 did speak of some distressful stroke. 
That my youth suffered. My story being done. 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 
She swore, — In faitli, 'twas strange, 'twas passing 

strange ; 
'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful : 
She wish'd, she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man -. she thank'd 

me ; 
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 
1 should but teach him how to tell my story, 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint, 1 spake: 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd; 
And I lov'd her, that she did pity them. 
This only is the witchcraft I have us'd ; 

(1) My behaviour. (2) Caves and dens. 

(3) Parts. 

(4) Intention and attention were once synony- 
mous. 
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Here comes the lady, let her witness it. 

Enter Desdemona, lago, and Attendants. 

Duke. I think, this tale would win my daughtei 
too. — 
Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best ; 
Men do their broken weapons rather use, 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak ; 

If she confess, that she was half the wooer, 
Destruction on my head, if my bad* blame 
Light on the man ! — Come hither, gentle mistress; 
Do you pei*ceive in all this noble company, 
Where most you owe obedience .•* 

Des. My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty : * 
To yon, 1 am bound for life, and education ; 
My life, and education, both do lea in me 
How to i-e.«pect you ; you are the lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter. But here's my hus- 
band ; 
And so much duty as my mother show'd 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge that 1 may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra. God be with you ! — I have done :— 

Please it your grace, on to the state-affairs ; 
I had rather to adopt a child, than get it — 
Come hither. Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart. 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would Keep from thee — For your sake, jewel, 
r am glad at soul J have no other child; 
For thy escape would teach me tyranny. 
To hang clogs on them. — I have done, my lord. 

Duke. Let me speak like yourself; and lay a 
sentence. 
Which, as a grise,* or step, may help these- lovers 

(1) Grise from degrees. 
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Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended, 

By itceing the wui-»t, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourn a niiik hief that is past and g^one, 

Isi the next way to draw new mischief on. 

What cannot be preserved, when fortune takes. 

Patience her inj.jry a mockery makes. 

The robbed, that smiles, steals something from the 

thief; 
He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us t>%uile4 
We lose it not, fo long as we can smile. 
He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free coinfurt which from thence he hears : 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow, 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall. 
Being strong on both sides, are equivocal : 
But words are words ; I never yet did hear. 
That the bruisM heart was pierced through tlieear.^ 
I humbly l)eseerh you, proceed to the afl'airs of state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus : — Othello, the fortitude of the 
place is best known to you : And though we have 
there a substitute of most allowed sufficiency, yet 
opinion, a sovereign mistress of effects, throws a 
more safer voice on you : you must therefore be 
content to slubber^ the gloss of your new fortunes 
with this more stubborn and boisterous expedition. 

0th. The tyrant custom, most grave senators, 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down : 1 do agnize* 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 
I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 

(1) t. e. That the wounds of sorrow were ever 
cured by the words of consolation. 

(2) Obscure. (3) Acknowledge. 
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I crare fit disposition for my wife ; 
Due reference of place, and exhibition ;i 
With such accommodatioHf and besort. 
As levds with her breeding. 

Ihike. If you please, 

Be*t at her father's. 

Bra. I'll not have it so. 

Olh. Nor I. 

Des. Nor I ; I would not there reside. 

To put my father in impatient thoughts, 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend a gracious ear, 
Aod let me find a charter in your voice. 
To assist my simpleness. 

Zhike. What would you, Desdemona ? 

Des. That I did love the Moor to live with hin^ 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world ; my heart's subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 
I saw Othello's visage in his mind ; 
And to his honours, and his valiant parts. 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 
The rites, for which I love him, arc bereft roe. 
And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence : Let me go with him. 

Oih. Your voices, lords : — 'beseoch you, let het 
will 
Have a free way. 

Vouch with me, heaven ; I therefore beg it not, 
To please tlie palate of my appetite ; 
Nor to comply with heat, the young afiects,^ 
In my distinct and proper satisfaction ; 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 
And heaven defend^ your good souls, that you think 
I will jour serious and great business scant. 



(1) Allowance. 
(3) Forbid. 



(2) Afiections. 
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Fori she is with me : No, when light-wingM toys 

Of featherM Cupid seel^ with wanton dulness 

My speculative and active instraments, 

That my disports corrupt and taint my business, 

Let housewives make a skillet^ of my hehn.^ 

And ail indign and base adversities 

Make head against my estimation I 

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine, 
Either for her stay, or going : the affair cries — haste, 
And speed must answer it ; you must hence to-night 

Des. To-night, my lord ? 

Dnke. This night. 

0th. With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i*the morning here we'll meet 
again. 
Othello, leave some officer behind, 
And he shall our commission bring to you ; 
With such things else of quality and respect. 
As doth import you. 

0th. Please your grace, my ancient ; 

A man he is of honesty and trust : 
To his conveyance I assign my wife, 
"With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so — 

Good night to every one.— And, noble signior, 

[To Brabantia 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack. 
Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

1 Sen. Adieu, brave Moor I use Desdcmona well 

Bra. Look to her, Moor; have a quick eye to see 
She has deceived her father, and may thee. 

\ Exeunt Duke. Senator.^ty Officers, ^c 

0th. My life upon her faith.— Honest lago. 
My Desdemona must I leave to thee ; 
1 pr*ythee, let thy wife attend on her*, 
And bring them after in the best advantage. — 



(1) Because. 

(3) A small kettle. 



(2) Blind. 
(4) Helmet. 
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Come, Desdemona ; f have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction, 
To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona. 

Rod. lago. 

Jago. What say*st thou, noble heart ? 

Rod. What will I do, thinkest thou.' 

lago. Why, go to bed ancj sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently" drown myself. 

lago. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love thee 
after it. Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Rod. It is silliness to live, when to live is a tor- 
ment: and then have we a prescription to die, when 
death is our physician. 

lago. O villanous ! I have looked upon the world 
for four times seven years ; and since 1 could dis- 
tinguish between a benefit and an injury, I never 
found a man that knew how to love himself Ere 
I would say, I would drown myself for the love of 
a Guinea-hen, 1 would change my humanity with 
a baboon. 

Rod. What should I do .'' I confess, it is my 
shame to be so fond ^2 but it is not in virtue to 
amend it. 

lago. Virtue.' a fig! 'tis in ourselves, that we 
are thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens; to 
the which, our wills are gardeners : so that if we 
will plant nettles, or sow lettuce : set hyssop, and 
weed up thyme, supply it with one gender of herbs, 
or distract it with many ; either to have it steril 
with idleness, or manured with industry; why, the 
power and corrigible authority of this lies in our 
wills. If the balance of our lives had not orje scale 
of reason to poise another of sensuality, the blood 
and baseness of our natures would conduct us to 
most preposterous conclusions : But we have reason 
to cool our raging motions, our carnal stings, our 



(1) Immediately. 



(2) Foolish. 



,y Google 



S76 OTHELLO, Act L 

unbitiedi lizst ; whereof I lake this, that you call- 
love, to be a sect,2 or scion. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

lago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a per- 
mission of the will. Come, be a man : Drown thy- 
self.'' drown cats, and blind puppies. 1 have pi-o- 
frssed me thy friend, and I confess me knit to thy 
deserving witii cables of perdurable toughness ; I 
could never better stead thee than now. Put 
money in thy purse ; follow these wars; defeat thy 
favour with an usurped beard ;3 I say, put money 
in thy purse. It cannot be, that Desdemona should 
long continue her love to the Moor, — put money in 
thy purse; — nor he his to her: it was a violent 
commencement, and thou shalt see an answerable 
sequestration ; — put but money in thy purse. — 
These Moors are changeable in their wills; — fill 
thy purse with money : the food that to him now is 
as luscious as locusts, shall be to him shortly as bit- 
ter as coloquintida. She must change for youth : 
when she is sated with his body, she will find the 
error of her choice. — She must have change, she 
must: therefore put money in thy purse. — If thou 
wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate way 
than drowning. Make all the money thou canst : 
If sanctimony and a frail vow, betwixt an erring^ 
barbarian and a supersubtle Venetian, be not loo 
hard for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, ihou 
shalt enjoy her ; therefore make money. A pox of 
drowning thyself! it is clean out of the way ; seek 
thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy, 
than to be drowned and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend 
oa the issue } 

logo. Thou art sure of me; — Go, make money: 

(1) Unbridled. 

(2) A sect is what the gardeners call a cutting. 

(3) Change your countenance with a false beard 

(4) y/andermg. 
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— I have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again 
and again, I hate the Moor : My cause is hearted : 
thine hath no less reason : Let us be conjunctive 
in our revenge against him : if thou canst cuckold 
him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, and me a sport. 
There are many events in the womb of time, which 
will be delivered. Travei-seji go; provide thy 
money. We will have more of this to-mor»'ow. 
Adieu. 

JRod. Where shall we meet i*the morning? 

logo. At my lodging. 

Rod. IMl be with thee betimes. 

logo. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigoi* 

Rod. What say you ? 

lago. No more of drowning, do you hear ^ 

Rod. I am changed. Til sell all my land. 

logo. Go to ; farewell : put money enough m 
your purse. [Exit Roderigo. 

Thus do I ever make my fool my purse : 
For I mine own gained knowledge should profane, 
If I would time expend with such a snipe, 
But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets 
He has done my office : I know not if H be true ; 
But I, for mere suspicion in that kind, 
Will do, as if for surety. He holds2 me well ; 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio*8 a proper man : jLet me see now ; 
To get his place, and to plume up my will ; 
A double knavery, — How i* how : — Let me sec :— 
After some time, to abuse Othello's ear. 
That he is too familiar with his wife : — 
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose, 
To be suspected ; framM to make women false. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature. 
That thinks men honest, that but seem to be so ; 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose, 

(1) An ancient military word of command. 

(2) Esteems. 
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As asses are. 

I haveH; — it is engendei^d : — Hell and night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world^s light. 

[Exit. 



ACT II. 

SCEJ^E I. — A sea-port town in Cyprus. A plat- 
form. Enter Montano and tvjo Gentlemen. 
Mon. What from the cape can you discern at sea.' 

1 Gent. Nothing at all : it is a high- wrought Hood; 
T cannot, *twix.t the heaven and the main, 
Descry a sail. 

Mon. MetUnks, the wind hath spoke aloud at 
land : 
A fuller blast ne^er shook our battlements : 
If it hath ruffian'd so upon the sea, 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them. 
Can hold the mortise.-* what shall we hear of this.^ 

2 Gent. A segregation' of the Turkish fleet: 
For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 
The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds ; 
The wind-.shakM surge, with high and monstrous 

main, 
Seems to cast water on the burning bear,2 
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole : 
I never did like molestation view 
On th' enchafed flood. 

M(m. If that the Turkish fleet 

Be not inshelter^d and embayM, they are drownM j 
It is impossible they bear it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. News, lords ! our war? are done ; 

(J) Separation. 

(2) The constellation near the polar star. 
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The desperate tempest hath so bang'd Ac Turks, 
That their designment halts : A noble ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and suflerance 
On most part of their fleet 

JIfon. How ! is this true ' 

3 Gent The ship is here put in, 
A Veronese ; Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on shore : The Moor himself's at sea, 
And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon. I am glad on't ; *tis a worthy e;ovemor. 

3 Gent. But this same Cassio, — though he speak 
of comfort, 
Touching the Turkish loss, — yet he looks sadly. 
And prays the Moor be safe; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Alon. Tray heaven he be , 

For 1 have serv'd him, ?nd the man commands 
Like a full' soldier. Let's to the s^-side, ho .' 
As well to see the vessel that's come in, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello; 
Even till we make the main, and the aerial blue. 
An indistinct regard. 

3 Lrent. Come, let's do so ; 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 

Enter Cassio. 

Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle, 
That so approve the Moor; O let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements, 
For I have lost him on a datigerous sea. 

Mon. Is he well shipp'd .'' 

Cas. His bark is stoutly timber'd, and hi.s pilot 
Of veiy expert and approv'd allowaiit v 2 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited (o death, 
Stand in bold cure. 

(1) Complete. 

(2) Allowed and approved expertness. 
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[ Within.] A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Cos. What noise ? 

4 Gent. The town is enrjpfy : on the brow o'the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry — a sail. 

Cos. My hopes oo shape him for the 8:ovemor. 

2 Gent. They do discharge their .shot of courtesy; 
[Guns heard. 
Our friends, at least. 

Cos. I pray you, si •, go forth, 

And eive us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd. 

2 Gent. I shall. [Exit. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd.' 

Cos. Most fortunately : he hath achieved a maid 
That paragons description, and wild fame ; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 
And, in the essential vesture of creation, 
Does bear all ei^cellency. — How now ? who has put 
in? 

Re-enter second Gentleman. 

2 Gent 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 

Cas. He has had most favourable and happy speed: 
Tempests themselves, high seaj,and howling winds, 
The guttered rocks, and congregated sands, — 
Traitors enstecpM to clog the guiltless knell, — 
A« having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortaU natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she ? 

Cm. She that I spake of, our great captaln*8 
captain, 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago ; 
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A 8e*nnight*8 speed. — Great Jove, Othello guard. 
And swell his sail with (hine own powerful breath 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship, 

{l\ Deadly, destructive. 
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Make lovers quick pants in Dcsdemona^s arms, 
Give renewed fire to our extincted spirits, 
And bring all Cyprus comfort ! — O, behold, 

Enter DesdemcMia, Emilia, lago, Roderigo, and 
Attendants. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 
Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees; — 
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven. 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round I 

Des. I tharTk you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 

Cas. He is not yet arrivM; nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and will be shortly liere. 

Des. O, but I fear ; — How lost you company ? 

Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship : But, hark ! a sail. 

[Cry within^ A sail, a sail ! Then guns heard. 

2 Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel ; 
This likewise is a friend. 

Cas. See for the news. — 

[Eccit Gentleman. 
Good ancient, you are welcome ; — Welcome, mis- 
tress : — [2'o Emilia. 
Let it not gail your patience, good lago, 
That I extend my manners ; 'tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. 

[Kissing her. 

lago. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips, 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me. 
You'd have enough. 

Des. Alas, she has no speech. 

lago. In faith, too much ; 
T find it still, when 1 have list^ to sleep, 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant. 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart. 
And chides with thinking. 

(1) Desire. 
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Emil. You have littie cause to saj sa 

lago. Come on, come on ; you are pictui-es out 
of doors. 
Bells in your parlours, wild cats In your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being ofiended. 
Players in your housewifery, and housewives in your 
beds. 

JDes. O, fie upon thee, slanderer ! 

Jago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk ; 
You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

Emil. You shall not write my praise. 

lago. • No, let me not 

Des. What would'st thou write of me, if thou 
should'st praise me .'* 

lago. O gentle lady, do not put me to*t ; 
For 1 am nothing, if not critical.^ 

Des. Come on, assay : — There's one gone to the 
harbour ^ 

lago. Ay, madam. 

Des. I am not merry; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. — 
Come, how would'stthou praise me.^ 

lago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frize, 
It plucks out bruins and all : But my muse labours, 
And thus she is delivered. 
If she be fair and wise, — fairness, and wit, 
The one's for use, the other useth it. 

Des. Well prais'd! How if she b^black and witty? 

lago. If she be black, and therelo have a wit, 
She'll find a while that shall her blackness fit. 

Des. Worse and worse. 

Einil. How, if mir and foolish .' 

lago. She never yet was (i)o\\^\\ that was fair; 
For even her folly help'd her to an heir. 

Des. These are old fond2 paradoxes, to make 
fools laugh i'the alehousse. What miserable praise 
hast thou for her that's foul and foolish.^ 

(1) Censorious. (2) Foolish. 
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logo. There^s none so foul, and foolish thereunto, 
But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones do. 

Des. O heavy ignorance ! — thou praisest the worst 
best. But what prai:*e could'st thou bestow on a 
deserving woman indeed ? one that, in the authority 
of her n»erit, did justly put on the vouch of very 
malice itself? 

lago. She that was ever fair, and never proud • 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 
Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay ; 
Fled from her vvish, and yet said, — now 1 may ; 
She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh, 
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly; 
She, that in wisdom never was so fi-ail. 
To change the cod's head for the salmon^s tail ; 
She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind, 
See suitors following, and not look behind; 
She was a wight, — if ever such wight were, — 

Des. To do what ? 

lago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small berr. 

Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion ! — Do 
not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy husband. 
— How say you, Cassio ! is he not a ntost profane 
and liberal' counsellor? 

Cm. He speaks home, madam ; you may relish 
him mo«^ in the soldier, than in the scholar. 

lago. [A.side.] He takes her by the palm : Ay, 
well said, whisper: with as little a web as this, will 
I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon 
her, do ; I will gyve2 thee in thine own courtship. 
You say true ; 'tis so, indeed : if such tricks as 
• these strip you out of your lieutenantry, it had been 
better you had not kissed your three fingers so (tft, 
which now again you are most apt to play the sii 
in.* Very good ; well kissed ! an excellent cour- 
tesy 14 'lis so, indeed. Yet again, your fingers to 

(1) Licentious, free-sjxjlien. (2) Shackle, fetter. 

(3) Your good-breeding and gallantry. 

(4) Courtesy,- in the sense of obeisance, was ap- 
plied to men as well as women. 
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your lips ? would they were clyster-pipes, for your 
sake. [Ti-umpei.] The Moor, I know his trum- 
pet. 

Cas. *Tis truly so. 

Des. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Cas. Lo, where he ccwnes! 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

0th. O my fair warrior ! 

Des. My dear Othello ! 

0th. It gives me wonder great as my content. 
To see you here before me. O my souPs joy ! 
If after every tempest come such calms, 
May the winds blow till they have waken*d death ! 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas, 
Olympus-high ; and duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven ! If it were now to die, 
'Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear, 
My soul hath her content so absolute. 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des. The heavens forbid. 

But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
Even as our days do grow ! 

0th. Amen to that, sweet powers ! — 

I cannot speak enough of this content. 
It stops ntM5 here ; it is too much of joy : 
And this, and this, the greatest discords be, 

[Kissing fia\ 
That e'er our hearts shall make ! 

lago. O, you are well tun*d now ! 

But ril set down the pegs that make this music, 
As honest as 1 am. {Aside. 

Oih. ' Come, let's to the castle. — 

News, friends ; our wai-s are done, the Tui-ks are 

drown'd. 
How do our old acquaintance of this isle.' 
Honey, you shall lie well desir'd' in Cyprus, 

(1) Much solicited by invitation. 



,y Google 



Scene I. THE MOOR OF VEiNlCE. 



385 



I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet, 

I prattle out of fashion,' and 1 dote 

In mine own comforts. — I pr'ythee, good lago, 

Go to the bay, and disembark my cotlers : 

Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 

He is a good one, and his worthiness 

Does challenge much respect. — Come, Desderaona, 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exevni Othello, Desdemona, and Attendants, 

lago. Do ihou meet me presently at the harbour. 
Come hither. If thou bc'st valiant, — as (they say) 
base men, being in love, have then a nobility ia 
their natures more than is native to them, — list me.2 
The lieutenant to-night watches on the court of 
guard : — First, I must tell thee this — Desdemona 
is directly in love with him. 

Rod. With him .•* why, 'tis not possible. 

lago. Lay thy finger — thus, and let thy soul be 
instructed. Mark me, with what violence she first 
loved the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her 
fantastical lies: And will she love him still for 
prating.^ let not thy discreet heart think it. Her 
eye must be fed ; and what delight shall she have 
to look on the devil ? When the blood is made dull 
with the act of sport, there should be, — again to 
inflame it, and to give satiety a fresh appetite, — 
loveliness in favour ; sympathy in years, manners, 
and beauties ; all which the Moor is defective in : 
Now, for want of these required conveniences, hei 
delicate tenderness will find itself abused, begin to 
heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor; 
very nature will instmct her in it, and compel her 
to some second choice. Now, sir, this granted (as 
it is a most pregnant and unforced position,) who 
stands so eminently in the degree of this fortune, 
as Cassio does .'* a knave very voluble ; no further 
conscionable, than in putting on the mere form of 

(1) Out of method, without order. 



(2) Listen to me. 
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civil and humane seeming, for the better compass* 
in;^ of his salt and most hidden loose affection? 
why, none ; why, none : A slippery and subtle 
knave ; a finder out of occasions ; that has an eye 
can stamp and counterfeit advantages, though true 
advantage never present itself: A devilish knave ! 
besides, the knave is handsome, young ; and hath 
all those requisites in him, that folly and green 
minds^ look after: A pestilent complete knave; 
and the woman hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her ; she is full of 
most blessed condition.^ 

Jago. Blessed fig^s end ! the wine she drinks is 
made of grapes : if she had been blessed, she would 
never have loved the Moor: Blessed pudding! 
Didst thou not see her paddle with the palm c^ his 
hand ? didst not mark that ? 

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtesy. 

lago. Lechery, by this band ; an index, and ob- 
ici\re prolcgue to the history of lust and foul 
thoughts. They met so near with their lips, that 
Ihei r oreaths embraced together. Y il lanous thoughts, 
Roderigo ! when these mutualities so marshal the 
way, hard at hand comes the master and main ex- 
ercise, the incorporate conclusion: — Pish! — But, 
sir, be you ruled by me : I have brought you from 
Venice. Watch you to-night ; for the command, 
I'll lay't upon you: Cassio knows you not; — 1*11 
not be far from you : Do you find some occasion to 
anger Cassio, either by >peakiiig too loud, or taint- 
ing' his discip.iiie ; or from what other course yoa 
please, which the time shall more favourably min- 
ister. 

Rod. Well. 

Jago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler; 
and, haply ,4 with his truncheon, may strike at yoa : 

(1) Minds unripe. 

(2) Qualities, disposition of mind. 

(3) Throwing a slur upon his discipline. 

(4) Perhaps. 
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Provoke him, that he may : for, even out of that, 
will I cause these of Cyprus to mutiny; whose 
qualification shall come into no true taste a^in, 
but by the displanting of Cassio. So shall you have 
a shorter jouniey to your desires, by the means i 
shall then have to prefer' them ; and the impedi- 
ment most profitably removed, without the which 
there were no expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any op- 
portunity. 

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 
citadel : I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Fare> 
well. 

Rod. Adieu. [Exit. 

logo. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it ; 
That she loves him, 'tis o])t, and of great creilit : 
The Moor — howbeit that I endure him not — 
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 
And, I dare think, heMl prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now I do love her too ; 
Not out of absolute lust (though, peradventure, 
I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 
But parti V led to diet my revenge, 
For that \ do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leapM into my seat : the thought whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards , 
And nothing can or shall content my soul. 
Till i am even with hi.n, wife for wife ; 
Or, failing so, yet that i put the Moor 
At least into a jealousy so strong 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,— 
If this poor trash2 of Venice, whom I trash' 
For his quick hunting, stand the putting on, 
V\\ have our Michael C^io on tne hip ; 
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb,'* — 

(1) To advance them. (2) Worthless hound. 

(3) The term for a clog put on a hound, to 
hinder his running. 

(4) In the grossest manner. 



,y Google 



38S OTHELLO, ActU. 

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too; 
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward roe, 
For making him egregiously an ass, 
And practising upon his peace and quiet 
£ven to madness. *Tis here, but yet con/us'd ; 
Knaverj*s plain face is never seen, till usM. [ElxiL 

SCEJSTE II.—A street. Enter a Herald, with a 
proclamation ; people following. 

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and val- 
iant general, that, upon certain tidings now arrived, 
importing the mere^ perdition of the Turkish fleet, 
every man put himself into triumph ; some to dance, 
some to make bonfires, each man to what sport and 
revel his addiction leads him; for, besides these 
beneficial news, it is the celebration of his nuptials : 
So much was his pleasure should be proclaimed. 
All c^ScesS are open ; and thera is fuU liberty of 
feastinff, from this present hour of five, till the bell 
hath told eleven. Heaven bless the isle of Cyprus, 
and our noble general, Othello. [Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E III— A hall in the castle. Enter 
Othello, Desdemona, Cassio, and Attendants. 

0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard to- 
night : 
Let*s teach ourselves that honourable stop, 
Not to out-sport discretion. 

Cos. lago hath direction what to do ; 
But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will 1 look to't 

0th. lago is most honest 

Michael, good night : To-morrow, with our earliest. 
Let me have speech wiUi you. — Come, my dear 

love, ^ 

The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; 

[2b Desdemona. 
That profit's yet to come *twis.t me and you. — 

(I) Entire. (2) Rooms, or places in the castle. 
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Good night [Exeunt Oth. Des. and Attend, 

Enter lago. 

Cos. Welcome, lago : We must to the watch. 

lago. Not this hour, h'eutenant; 'tis not yet ten 
o'clock : Our general casti us thus early, for the 
love of bis Desdemona ; whom let us not therefore 
blame ; he hath not yet made wanton the night 
with her : and she is sport for Jove. 

Cos. She's a most exquisite lady. 

lago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. 

Cos. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate 
creature. 

lago. What an eye she has ! methinks it sounds 
a parley of provocation. 

Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet methinks right 
modest. 

lago. And, when she speaks, is it not an alarm 
to love } 

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection. 

lago. Well, happiness to their sheets! Come, 
lieutenant, I have a stoup of wine ; and here with, 
out are a brace of Cyprus. 2:a!lants, that would fain 
have a measure to the heailh of the black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good lago ; I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking : I could weil wi^!h 
courtesy would invent some other custom of enter- 
tainment. 

lago. O, they are our friends ; but one cup ; I'll 
drink for you. 

Cas. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that 
was craftily qualifieds too, and, behold, what inno- 
vation it makes here : I am unfortunate in the in- 
firmity, and dare not task my weakness with any 
more. 

Ingo. What, man! 'tis a night of revels; the 
gallants desire it. 

Cas. Where are they "i 

(1) Dismissed. (2) Slily mixed with water. 
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lago. Here at (he door : I pray you, call them in. 

Cas. V\\ do*t ; but it dislikes me. [Exit Cassio. 

lago If I can fu^^pn but one cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk to-night already, 
He'll be as full of q<jarrel and oflence 
As my youns misti-ess* dog. Now, my sick fool, 

Roderigo, 
Whom love has turn'd almost the wrong side out- 
ward, 
To Desdemona hath to-nip;ht carous'd 
PotatioiH pottle-dtep; and he's to watch: 
Three lad:* of Cyprus,— noble swelling spirit, 
That hold their honours in a wary dijJtaiice, 
The very elements of this warlike isle, — 
Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups. 
And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this Bock of 

drunkards, 
Am I to put our Cassio in some action 
That may offend the isle :— But here they come : 
If conseijuence do but approve my dream, 
My boat sails freely, botli with wind and stream. 

Re-enter Cassio ; with him Montano, and GentU' 
men. 

Cas. 'Fore heaven, they have given rac a iwwe* 
already. 

Mon. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pmt, 
as I am a soldier. 

lago. Some wine, ho! 

And lei me the cannkin clink j clink; [Sings. 
And let me the canakin clink : 
A soldier''s a man ; 
A liJVs but a .tpan ; 
IVhy then, let a soldier drink. 
Some wine, boys ! \TVine brovght in. 

Cas. 'Fore heaven, an excellent song. 
lago. I learned it in England, where (indeed) 

(1) A little more than enough. 
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they are most potent in pottinq:; your Dane, yoivt 
Gernian, and your swajy-bellied Hoi laiider, — dink, 
ho ! — are nothing: to your English. 

Cas. Is your Engliahman so expert in his drink- 
inf? ? 

lago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your 
Dane dead drunk ; he sweats not to overthrow 
yonr Ahnain ; he gives your Hollander a vomit, 
ere the next pottle can be filled. 

Cus. To the health of our general. 

Mon. I am for it, lieutenant; and. I'll do you 
justice. ' 

Ingo. O sweet England ! 

King Stephen was a leorihy peer^ 
His breeches cost him hut a craven ; 

He held them sixpence all too dear^ 
JVilh that he calVd the tailor — lown.^ 

He was a might of high renown^ 

And thou art hut of low degree : 
''Til pride that pull a the counh^f dnwn^ 
Then take thine auld cloftk ahmil Hue. 
Some wine, ho ! 

Cas. Why, this i.s a more exquisiff^ ' jn^ than the 
other. ^ 

lago. Will you hear it again ? 
Cas. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his 
place, that does those things — V"*:!!,- -Heaven's 
above all; and there be souls thsif must be saved, 
and there be souls must not be sired. 
lago. It*s true, good lieutejiant. 
Cas. For mine own part, — n* > < illence to the gene- 
ral, or any man of quality, — I ' '»pe to be saved. 
I'igo. And so do 1 too, lieulenant. 
Cas. Ay, but, by your leav, not before me ; the 
lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let's 
have no more of this ; let's toosjraflairs. — Forgive 

(1) Drink as much as you do 

(2) A worthy fellow. ' (3, Clown 
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us our sins ! — Gentlemen, let's look to our business. 
Do not think, centlemen, I am drunk ; this is my 
ancient ; — this is my right hand, and this is my left 
hand : — I am not clrunk now ; 1 can stand well 
enough, and speak well enough. 

AO. Excellent well. 

Cm. Why, very well, then : you must not think 
then that I am drunk. [Exit. 

Mon. To the platform, masters ; come, let*s set 
the watch. 

logo. You see this fellow, that is gone before ;•— 
He is a soldier, fit to stand by Caesar 
And give direction : and do but see his vice; 
'Tis to his virtue a just equinox. 
The one as long as the other : 'tis pity of him. 
I fear, the trust Othello puts him in, 
On some odd time of his infirmity, 
Will shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often thus? 

lago, 'Tis evermore the prologue to hia sleep: 
HeMl watch the horologe a double set,i 
If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon. It were well. 

The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps, he sees it not ; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 
And looks not on his evils ; Is not this irun ? 

Enter Roderiga 

lago. How now, Roderigo.^ [Aside. 

I pi ay you, after the lieutenant; go. [Extl Rod. 

Mon. And 'tis great pity, that the noole Moor 
Should hazard such a place, as his own second, 
With one of an ingrafts infirmity : 
It were an honest action, to say 
So to the Moor. 

(1) While the clock strikes two tcunds, or four- 
and-twcnty hours. 
(2) "Rooted, settled. 
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lago. Not I, for (his fair island : 

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But hark ! what noise f 
[Cry witAm.— Help ! help \ 

Re-enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo. 

Cos. You rogue ! you rascal ! 

Man, What's the matter, lieutenant ? 

Cos. A knave !— teach me my duty ! 
I'll beat the knave into a twiggen' bottle. 

Rod. Beat me! 

Gw. Dost thou prate, rogue ? 

[Striking Roderigo. 

JIfon, Nay, good lieutenant ; 

[Staying him. 
1 pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Cos. Let me go, sir, 

Or I'll knock you o'er the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you're drunk. 

Om. Di-unk! [They fight 

lago. Away, I say ! go out, and cry— a mutmy ! 
[Aside to Rod. who goes out 
Nay, good lieutenant,— alas, gentlemen, — 
Help, ho .'—Lieutenant, — sir,— Montano,— sir ; — 
Help, masters I— Here's a goodly watch, indeed! 

^ [£eU rings, 

"Who's that that rings the bell ?— Diablo, ho I 
The town will rise ; God's will, lieutenant ! hold » 
You will be sham'd for ever. 

Enter Othello, and Attendants. 
0th. What is the matter here .? 

M(m. I bleed still, I am hurt to the death ;— he 

dies. 
0th. Hold, for your lives. 
lago. Hold, hold, lieutenant, sir, Montano, — 

gentlemen, — 
Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ? 

(1) A wicker bctlle. 
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Hold, hold ! the general speaks io you ; hold, for 
shame I 

0th. Why, how now, ho! from whence ariseth 
this ? 
Arc we tum'd Turks ; and to ourselves do that, 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 
For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl : 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rage. 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. — 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle 
From her propriety, — What is the matter, mas- 
ters ?— 
Honest lago, that look*st dead with grieving. 
Speak, who began this** on thy love, i charge thee. 

lago, I do not know ; — friends all but now, even 
now. 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed : and then, but new 
(As if some planet had unwitted men,) 
Swords out, and lilting one at other's breast. 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds; 
And * would in action glorious i had lost 
These legs, that brought me to a part of h ! 

0th. How comes it,Michael, you are thusforgot.^ 

Cos. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot speak. 

Olh. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil ; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure; What's the matter. 
That you unlace your reputation thus. 
And s|)end your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler .? give me answer to it 

Mon. Worthy Otiiello, I am hurt to danger; 
Your officer, lago, can inform you — 
While I ;i'pare speech, which something now ofifenda 

me — 
Of all that i do know : nor know I aught 

(1) t. e. You have thus forgot yourselfl 
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By me that's said or done amiss this night ; 
l^nlens self-charity' be sotnetiine a vice; 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin, 
When violence assails us. 

0th. Now, by heaven, 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 
And passion, having my best judgment coliied,^ 
Assays to lead the way : If once I stir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this tbul rout began, who set it on ; 
And he thai is appi-ovMS jn this ofl'ence. 
Though he had (winnM with me, both at a birth. 
Shall lose me. — What I in a town of war. 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear. 
To manage private and domestic quarrel, 
In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 
'Tis monstrous. — lago, who began it.** • 

Mon. If partially a(liii*d,4 or leagu'd in otfice. 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth. 
Thou art no soldier. 

la^o. Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth. 
Than it should do oflence to Michael Cassio ; 
Yet, I {lersuade myself, to !>peak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him -*-Thus it is, general. 
Montano and myself beinsr in speech. 
There comes a fellow, crying out for help ; 
And Cassio following him with determined sword, 
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause ; 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue. 
Lest, by his clamour (as it so fell out,) 
The town might fall in flight : he, swift of foot. 
Outran my purpose ; and I retum'd the rather 
For that 1 heard the clink and fall of swords, 

(1) Care of one's self. (2) Darkened. 

(3) Convicted by pioof. 

(4) Related by nearnes^s of office. 
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And Cassio high in oath ; which, till td-night, 
1 ne'er might gay before : when I came back 
(For this was brief,) I found them close tc^etber, 
At blow, and thrust ; even as again they were, 
When you yourself did part them. 
More of this matter can I not report : — 
But men are men ; the best sometimes forget : — 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, — 
As men in rage strike those that wish them best, — 
Vet, surely, Cassio, I believe, received, 
From him that fled, some strange indignity, 
Which patience could not pass. 

Oth. I know, lago. 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter. 
Making it light to Cassio : — Cassio, I love thee ; 
But never more be ofiicer of mine. — 

• Enter Desdemona, nitended. 

Look, if mv gentle love be not raisM up ; — 
V\\ make triee an example. 

Des. What's the matter, dear. ^ 

Oth. All's well now, sweeting; Come away 
to bed. 
Sir, for your hurts. 
Myself will be your surgeon : Lead him off. 

[7\> Montano, who is led off', 
lago, look with care aoout the town ; 
And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.— 
Come, Desdemona ; 'tis the soldier's life. 
To have their balmy slumbers wak'd with strife. 
[Exeunt all but lago and Cassia 

lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant f 

Cos. Aj, past all surgery. 

lago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Cos. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! O, I 
have lost my reputation ! I have lost the immortal 
part, sir, of myself, and what remains is bestial. — 
My reputation, lago, my reputation. 

lago. As I am p.n honest man> I thought you had 
received some bodily wound ; there is more offence 
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in that, than in reputation. Reputation is an idl« 
and most false imposition ; oA got without merit, 
and lost without deserving : You have lost no repu- 
tation at all, unless you repute yourself such a 
loser. What, man ! mere are ways to recover the 
general again : You are but now cast in his n^od,l 
a punishment more in policy than in malice ; even 
so as one would beat his ofienceless dog, to affright 
an imperious lion : sue to him again, and he*s yours. 

Cos. I will rather sue to be clespised, than to de- 
ceive so good a commander, with so slight, so 
drunken, and so indiscreet an officer. Drunk ? and 
speak parrot ?2 and squabble .** swagger? swear .^ 
and discourse fustian with one's own shadow ? — O 
thou invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no name 
to be known by, let us call thee — dsvil .' 

lago. What was he that you followed with your 
sword ? What had he done to you .•* 

Cos. I know not. 

logo. Is it possible ? 

Cos. 1 remember a mass of things, but nothing 
distinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. — O, 
that men should put an enemy in their mouths, to 
steal away their brains ! that we should, with joy, 
revel, pleasure, ai^d applause, transform ourselves 
into beasts ! 

logo. Why, but you are now well enough : How 
came you thus recovered f 

Cos. It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, io 
give place to the devil, wrath : one unperfectness 
shows me another, to make me frankly despise 
myself 

Jago. Come, you are too severe a moraler : Aa 
tjhe time, the place, and the condition of this coun- 
try stands, I could heartily w ish this had not be- 
fallen ; but, since it is as it is, mend it for your 
own good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again ; he shall 

(1) Dismissed in his anger. (2) Talk idly. 



,y Google 



398 OTHELLO, Act H, 

tell me, I am a drunkard ! Had I as many mouths 
as Hydra, such an answer would stop them all. 
To be now a sensible man, by end by a fool, and 
presently a beast ! O strange ! — Every inordinate 
cup is unble«ised, and the incrredient is a devil. 

lago. Come, come, pood wine is a e^ood familiar 
creature, if it be well used; exclaim no more 
against it. And, good lieutenant, 1 thmk,you think 
I love you. 

Cos. 1 have well approved it, sir. — I drunk ! 

lago. You, or anv man living, may be drunk at 
some time, man. IMI tell you what you shall do. 
Our general's wife is now the general ; — I may say 
80 in this respect, for that he hath devoted, and 
given up himself to the contemplation, mark, and 
denotement of her parts and graces : — confess 
yourself freely to her ; importune her ; she'll help 
to put you in your place again : she is of so free, 
so kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, that she 
holds it a vice in her goodness, not to do more than 
she is requested : This broken joint, between you 
and her husband, entreat her to splinter ; and, my 
fortunes against any layi ivorth naming, this crack 
of your love shall grow stronger than it was before. 

Cos. You advise me well. 

lago. I protest, in the sincerity of love, and 
honest kindness. 

Cos. 1 think it freely ; and, betimes in the nnom- 
ing, I will beseech the viituous Desdemona to un- 
dertake for me : ( am desperate of my fortunes, if 
they check me here. 

logo. You are in the right. Good night, lieu- 
tenant ; I must to the watch. 

Ckis. Good night, honest lago. [ Exit Cassio. 

lago. And what's he then, that saj's, — I play the 
villain ^ 
When this advice is free, I give, and honest, 
Probal to thinking, and (indeed) the course 

(I) Bet or wager. 
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To win the Moor again ? For, 'tis roost easy 

The inclining Dfesdemona to subdue 

In any honest suit ; she's fram'd as fruitfuH 

As the free elements. And then for her 

To win the Moor, — were't to renounce his baptism. 

Ail seals and symbols of redeemed sin, — 

His soul is so enfetter'd to her Jove, 

That she m^y make, unmake, do what she list. 

Even as her appetite shall play the god 

With his weak function. How am I then a villain. 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel^ course. 

Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell ! 

When devils will their blackest sins put on, 

They do suggest^ at first with heavenly shows. 

As i do now : For while this honest fool 

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes, 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

V\\ pour this pestilence into his ear, — 

That she repeals'* him for her body's lust ; 

And, by how much she strives to doliim good. 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue inio pitch ; 

And out of her own goodness make the net. 

That shall enmesh them all. — How now, Roderigo? 

Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I do follow here in the chace, not like a. 
hound that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. 
My money is almost spent ; I have been to-night 
exceedingly well cudgelled ; and, I think, the i^sue 
will be— 1 shall have so much experience for my 
pains : and so, with no money at all, and a little 
more wit, return to Venice. 

logo. How poor arc they, that have not jm- 
tience ! — 
What wound did ever heal, but by degrees f 
Thou know'st we work by wit, and not by witch 
craft; 

(I) Liberal, bountiful. . (2) Even. 
(3) Tempt (4) Recalls. 
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And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does't not go well? Cassio hath beaten thee, 
And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashiered Cassio: 
Though other things grow fair against the sun, 
Yet fruits, that blossom first, will first be ripe : 
Content thyself a while. — By the mass, His morning; 
Pleasure, and action, make the hours seem short. — 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 
Away, I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rod.] Two things are 

to be done, — 
My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ; 
I'll set her on ; 

Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart. 
And bring him jump' when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife ;— Ay, that's the way ; 
Dull not device by coldness and delay. [Exit. 



. ACT IIL 

SCEJ^E L^Before the castle. Enter Cassio, 

and some Musicians. 

Cos. Masters, play here, I will content your pains. 

Something that's brief; and bid- -good-morrow, 

general. [Music 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments been 
at Naples, that they speak i'the nose thusi* 

1 M 'J. How, sir, how ? 

Clo. Are these, I pray you, called wind instni' 
ments ? 

1 Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tail. 

1 Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir.^ 

(1) Just at the time. 
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Clo. Many, sir, by many a wind instranien 
that 1 know. But, masters, here's money for you 
and the general so likes your music, that he desires 
you, of all loves, to make no more noise with it 

1 Mus. Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you have any music that may not be 
heard, toU again : but, as they say, (o hear music, 
the general does not greatly care. 

1 Mus. Wc have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for 
Pllaway: Go; vanish into air ; away. 

[Exeunt Musicians. 

Cos. Dost thou hear, my honest friend .■• 

Clo. No, I hear not your honesf friend ; I hear 
you. • 

Cos. Pr'y<hee, keep up thy quillets.' There's a 
poor piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman 
that attends the general's wife, be stirring, tell 
her, there's one Cassio entreats her a little favoui 
of speech : Wilt thou do this ? 

Clo. She is stirring, sir; if she will stir hither, 1 
shall seem to notify unto her. [£jrt/. 

Enter lago. 

Cos. Do, good my friend. — In happy time, lago. 

lago. You have not been a-bed then ^ 

Cos. Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before we parted. 1 have made bold, lago, 
To send in to vour wife : My suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

lago. I'll send her to you presently ; 

And I'll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
May be more free. [Exit, 

Cos. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest 



(1) Nice distinctions. 

VOL. VIII. 
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Emil. Good-morrow, good lieutenant : I am 
sorry 
For your displeasure ;' but all will soon be well. 
The general, and his wife, are talking of it ; 
And she speaks for you stoutly : The Moor replies. 
That he you hurt, is of great fanne in Cyprifs, 
And great affinity ; and that, in wholesome wisdom, 
He might not but refuse you : but, he protests, he 

loves you ; 
And needs no other suitor, but his likings, 
To take the safest occasion by the front, 
To bring you in again. 

Cas. * Yet, I beseech you, — 

If you think fit, or that it may be done. 
Give me advantage' of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

Emil. Pray you, come in ; 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Cas. I am much bound to you. 

[Exeunt, 

SCE^E IT. — A room in the castle. Enter 
Othello, lago, and Gentlemen. 

0th. These letters e^ive, lago, to the pilot ; 
And, by him, do my duties to the state : 
That done, I will be walking on the works. 
Repair there to me. 

Jago. Well, my good lord, I'll do't 

Oifi. This fortification, gentlemen, — ^.shall we 
j-ee't ."* 

Gent. We'll wait upon your lordship. [ExeunL 

SCEJ^''E in.— Before the castle: Enter De-sde- 
mona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Des. Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, I will do 

(1) The displeasure you have incurred from 
Othello. 
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All my abii'ties in thy behalf. 

Emil. Good madain, do ; I know it gricvea my 
husband, 
As if the case were his. 

Des. O, that's an honest fellow. — Do not doubt| 
Cassio, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cas. Bonntpous madam, 

Whatever shall become of Miihael Casiiiio, 
He's never any thing but your true servant. 

Des. O, sir, I thank you : Vou do lofe my lord : 
You have known him long; and be you well assur'd. 
He shall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a ix>!i(ic distance. 

Cas. Ay, but, lady, 

That jx)li<y may eitlier last so long, 
Or fffd upon such nice and waterish diet, 
Or breed ii»elf >o out of circumstance, 
J'hat, I being absent, and my place supplied. 
My general will forget my love and service. 

JJcs. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here, 
I ffive thee warrant of thy place : assure thee, 
If 1 do vow a friendship, I'll perform it 
To the last article: my lord shall never rest; 
I'll watch him tame,' and talk him out of patience ; 
Mis bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 
I'll intermingle every thing he does 
With ('assio's suit : Therefore be merry, Cassio ; 
For thy solicitor shall rather die, 
Tlian give thy cause away. 

Enter Othello, and lago, at a distance. 

Emil. Madam, here comes 

My lord. 

Cas. Madam, I'll take my leave. 

Des. Why, gtay, 

(1) Hawks are tamed by keeping them fmm 
sleep. 
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And hear me speak. 

Cas. Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease, 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

Bes. Well, well, 

Do your discretion. [ t:xit Cassia 

la^o. Ha ! I like not that 

Olh. What dost thou say .? 

lago. Nothin-^, my lord : or if— I know not what 

0th. Was not tliat Cassio, parted from my wife? 

lago. Cassio, my lord.? No, sure, I cannot think it, 
That he would steal away so guilty-like. 
Seeing you coining. 

0th. I do believe *twas he. 

Des. How now, my lord f 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that lantcuishes in your displeasure. 

0th. Who is' I you mean ? 

Des. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my 
lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For, if he be not one that truly loves you. 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning,' 
I have no judgment in an honest face : 
I prVthee, call him back. 

Qf%^ Went he hence now r 

Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled. 
That he hath left part of his grief with me ; 
I suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

0th. Not now, sweet Desdemona; some other 
time. 

Des. But shalPt be shortly.? 

0th. The sooner, sweet, for you. 

Des. Shairt be to-night at supper ? 
0th. No, not to-night 

Des. To-morrow dinner then ? 
0th. I shall not dine at home 

I meet the captains at the citadel. 

(1) Knowledge. 
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Des. Why then, to-morrow night ; or Tuesday 
mom; 
Or Tuesday noon, or night ; or AVednesday morn;— • 
I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith, he's penitent ; 
And yet bis trespass, in our common reason 
(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of their best,') is not almost a fault 
To incur a private dieck : When shall he come ? 
Tell me, Othello. 1 wonder in my soul, 
What you could ask me, that I should deny. 
Or stand so mammering^ on. What ••* Michael 

Cassio, 
That came a wooing with you ; and many a time, 
When I have spoke of you dlspraisingly, 
Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 
To brin^ him in ! Trust me, I could do much, — 

0th. Pr'ythee, no more : let him come when he 
will; 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. Why, this is not a boon ; 

'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves, 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm ; 
Or sue to you to do peculiar profit 
To your own person : Nay, when I have a suit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed. 
It shall be full of poise^ and difiicul^. 
And fearful to be granted. 

Oih. I will deny thee nothing ; 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this. 
To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des. Shall I deny you f no : Farewell, my loi-d, 

0th. Farewell, my Desdemona : I will come to 
thee straight 

Des. Emilia, come :— Be it as your fancies teach 
you; 
Whate'er you be. I am obedient \Exii, with Emil, 

0th. Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my sour, 

(1) Best men. (2) Hesitating. (3) Weight. 
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But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not. 
Chaos is come again. 

JcLgo. My noble lord, 

Oth. What do«t thou say, Tago ? 

I(igo. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo*d ray 
lady, 
■ Know of your love ? 

Oth. He did, from first to last : Why dost thou 
ask? 

lago. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 
No further harm. 

Oth. Why of thy thought, lago ? 

lago. I did not think he had been acquainted 
with her. 

Oth. O, yes ; and went between us very off. 

lago. Indeed ? 

Oth. Indeed! av, indeed : — Discern'st thou aught 
in that.? 
Is he not honest ? 

lago. Honest, my lord } 

Oth. ky, honest 

lago. My lord, for aught I know. 

Oth. What dost thou think.? 

lago. Think, my lord f 

Oth. Think, my lord ! 

By heaven, he echoes me. 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — Thou dost mean some- 
thing : 
I heard thee say but now,— Thou lik'dst not that. 
When Cassio left my wife ; What didst not like.? 
And, when I told thee — he was of my counsel 
In my whole coui-se of wooing, thou cry'dst, Indeed? 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horiible conceit : If thou dost love me, 
Show me thy thought. 

Jago. My lord, you know I love you. 

Oth. I think thou dost ; 

And, — for 1 1' now thou art full of love and honesty, 
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And wei^h'st thy words before thoa giv'sl thena 

breath, — 
Therefore these stops of thine fi ight me the more : 
For such things, i«» a false disloyal knave, 
Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man (hat's just, 
They are close denotements, working fi-oin the 

heart, 
That passion cannot rule- 

lago. For Michael Cassio,— 

I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest. 

0th. I think so too. 

lago. Men shojild bo what they seem ; 

Or, those that be not, 'would they ini^ht seem none ! 

Oth. Certain, men should be what they seem. 

lago. Why tlien, 

I think that Cassio is an honest man. 

Olh. Nay, yet there's more in this : 
I pray tliee, speak tome as Co thy thinkings. 
As thou dost ruminate; and give thy worst of 

thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not Iwund to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts ^ Why, say, they are vile and 

false, — 
As where's that oalace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not .'' who has a breast so pure, 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets,! and law-days, and in session sit 
W*ith meditations lawful .' 

Oth. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago, 
If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'sthisear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago. I do beseech you, — 

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess. 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses ; and, oft, my jealousy 

(1) Courts of ini'iir^'. 
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Shapes faults that are not, — I entreat jou then, 

Fiwn one that so imperfectly conjects,' 

You'd take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 

Out of his scattering and unsure observance : — 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor fou nriy manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

0th. What dost thou mean ? 

lago. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my 
lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 
Who steals my purse, steals ti-ash ; 'tis something, 

nothing ; 
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands; 
But he, that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him. 
And makes me poor mdeed. 

0th. By heaven, I'll know thy thought. 

lago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody. 

0th. Ha! 

lago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy ; 

It is the green-ey'd monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on : That cuckold lives in bliss, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er. 
Who dotes, yet doubts; suspects, yet strongly 
loves I 

0th. O misery ! 

lago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches, fineless,^ is as poor as winter, 
To- him that ever fears he shall be poor : — 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tiibe defend 
From jealousy ! 

0th. Why .? wh V is this .? 

Think'st thou, I'd make a life of jealousy. 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions ? rfo : to be once in doubt, 

(1) Conjectures. (2) Endless, unbounded. 
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Is— once to be reso2vM : Exchange me for a goat, 
AVhen I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises, 
Matching thy infei-ence. *Tis not to make me 

jealous, 
To say — my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous •' 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago ; 
I'll see, before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this, — 
Away at once with love, or jealousy. 

Jago. I am glad of this, for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound, 
Receive it from me : — I speak not yet of proof 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio; 
Wear your eye — thus, not jealous, nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature, 
Out of self-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't : 
I know our country disposition well ; 
In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands; their best 

conscience 
Is — not to leave undone, but keep unknown. 

0th. Dost thou say so ? 

lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
And, when she seem'd to shake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them most. 

Olh. And so she did. 

lago. Why, go to, then ; 

She that, so young, could give out such a seeming,^ 
To seel' her father's eyes up, close as oak, — 

(1) ♦ Which makes fair gifts fairer.^ 
(!2) Appearance. 

(3) An expression from falconry : to seel a hawk 
is to sew up his eyelidi. 
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He thought, 'twas witchcraft :— But I am rtiuch to 

blame; 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon, 
For too much loving you. 

0th. 1 am bound to thee for ever. 

logo. I see, this hath a little dash*d your spirits. 

Olh. Not a jot, not a jot. 

lago. Trust me, I fear it has. 

I hope, you will consider, what is spoke 
Comes from my love; — But, I do see you aie 

mov'd : — 
I am to pray you, not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues,* nor to lai-ger reach. 
Than to suspicion. 

0th 1 will not 

lago. Should you do so, my lord, 

My speech should fall into such vile .success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my worthy 

friend : — 
My lord, 1 see you are mov'd. 

0th. No, not much raov'd : — 

I do not think but Desdemona*s honest. 

lago. Long live she so ! and long live you to 
think so ! 

0th. And yet, how nature erring from itsalf, — 

lago. Ay, there's the point : — As, — to be bold 
with you, — 
Not to affect many proposed matches, 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree ; 
Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends : 
Foil ! one may smell, in such, a will most rank, 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural. — 
But paraon me ; 1 do not, in position. 
Distinctly speak of her : though I may fear, 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment. 
May fall to match you with her country form?. 
And (happily) repent 

Oth. Farewell, farewell : 

(1) Conclusions. 
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If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 
Set on thy wife to observe : Leave nie, lago. 

Jago. My lord, I take my leave. [Going. 

Oth. Why did I marry .' — This honest creature, 
doubtless, 
Sees and knows more, much nnoi-e, than he unfolds. 

lago. My lord, I would, 1 might entreat your 
honour 
To scan this thinj? no further ; leave it to time : 
And though it be tit that Cassio have his place 
(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 
Yet, if you please to hold him oft* a while, 
Vou shall by that peiveive him and his means: 
Note, if your lady strain his eiitertainmetit' 
With any strong or vehement opportuniry ; 
Much will be seen in that. In the mean lime, 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears 
(As ivorthy cause I have, to fear — I am,) 
And hold her (vee^ 1 do beseech your honour. 

Olh. Fear not my government. 

Jago. \ once more take my lea^'e. [Exit. 

Oth. This fellow's of exceeding honesly. 
And knows ail qualities, with a learned sprit. 
Of human dealings: If I do prove her haggard 2 
Though that her Jesses^ were my dear hearl-striiigs, 
IM whistle her oH", and let her down the wind, 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black ; 
Ana have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers'* have ; — Or, for I am d(»clin'd 
Into the vale of yea; «; — yet Chat's not much ; — 
She's gone ; I am abus'd ; and my relief 
Must be — to loath her. O cui-se of marriage, 

(1) Press hard his re-admission to his pay and 
office. 

(2) A species of hawk : also a term of reproach 
applied to a wanton. 

(3) Strops of leather by which a hawk is held 
( n the fist. 

(4) Men of intrigue. 
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That we can call these delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vaj)our of a dungeon, 
Thau keep a corner in the thing I love, 
For other's uses. Yet, 'tis the plague of great ones ; 
Pi-erogativ'd are they less than the base ; 
'Tis destiny unshunnable, like death; 
Even then this forked pla<>:ue is fated to us. 
When we do quicken.^ Desdemona comes: 

Enter Desdemona and Emilia. 

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself I — 
I'll not believe it. 

Des. How now, my dear Othello ? 

Vour dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Uih. I am to blame. 

Des. Why is your speech so faint? are you not 
well .? 

Oih. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Des. Faith, that's with watching ; 'twill away 
again: 
Let me but bind it hard, witliin this hour 
It will be well. 

0th. Your napkin^ is too little ; 

[He puis the haridkerdiief from him, and 
it drops. 
Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you. 

Des. I am very sorry that vou are not well. 

\ Exeunt 0th. and Des. 

Emit. I am glad I have found this napkin ; 
This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
"VVoo'd me to steal it : but she so loves the token 
(For he conjur'd her, she should ever keep it,) 
That she reserves it evermore about her. 



(1) When we begin to live. 

(2) In the north of England this term for a hand- 
kerchief is still used. 
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To kiss, ai^d talk to. 1*11 have the work ta*en out. 
And give it lago : 

What he'll do with it, heaven knows, not I ; 
I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter lago. 

litgo. How now ! what do you here alone f 

EmiL Do not you chide ; 1 have a thing for you 

Jago. A thing for me ? — it is a common thing, — 

Emil Ha ! 

lago. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil O, is that all? What will you give me now 
For that saine handkerchief.^ 

Jago. What handkerchief.^ 

EmiL What handkerchief? 
Why, that the Moor first eave to Desdemona ; 
That which so often you did bid me steal. 

lago. Hast stolen it from her ? 

EmiL No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence ; 
And, to the advantage, I, being here, tookU up. 
Look, here it is. 

lago. A good wench : give it me. 

EmiL What will you do with it, that you have 
been so earnest 
To have me filch it ? 

logo. Why, what's that to you ? 

[SnaichiTig it. 

EmiL If it be not for some purpose of import. 
Give it me again : Poor lady ! she'll run mad, 
When she shall lack it 

lago. Be not you known oPt ;• I have use for it. 
Go, leave me. [fJ.rtV Emilia. 

1 will in Cassio*s lod^ng lose this napkin, 
And let him find it : Trifles, light as air, 
Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ. This may do something. 
The Moor already changes with my poison : 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons, 

(1) Seem as if you knew nothing of the matter* 
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Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste ; 

f5ul, with a little act upon the blood, 

Burn like the mines of sulphur. — I did say so : — 

Enter Othello. 
Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor mandragon,^ 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
"Which thou ow'dst2 yesterday. 

Olh. Ha ! ha ! false to me ^ 

To me .' 

lago. Why, how now, general .? no more of that. 

Olh. Avaunt ! be goue ! thou hast set me on the 
rack : — 
r swear, 'tis better to be much abusM, 
Than but to know't a little. 

Ingo. How now, my lord ? 

Olh. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust.' 
I saw it not, thought it not, it harmM not mc : 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry; 
I ^ound not Ca>«sio^s kisses on her lips : 
He that is robb*d, not wanting what is stolen, 
Let him not know it, and he^s not robbM at all. 

lago. I am sorry to hear this. 

Olh. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers^ and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
So I had nothing known : O now, for ever. 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 
That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the edr-piercing fife, 
The royal banner; and all quality. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war! 
And O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 

(1) The mandrake has a soporific quality. 

(2) Possessedst. 

(3) The vilest of the camp. Pioneers were gene* 
rally degraded soldiers. 
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The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone ! 

la^o. Is it possible I — My lord, 

0th. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whoi-e; 
Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof; 

[ Taking him by the throat. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, 
Thou hadst been better have been born a dog, 
Than answer my wak'd wrath. 

Jnffo. I* it come to tin's ? 

Olh. iMuke me to see it; or (at the least) so 
prove it. 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop. 
To hang a doubt on : or, wo ujwn thy life ! 

logo. My noble lord, 

0th. If thou dost slander her, and torture me, 
Never pitiy more : abandon all remorse ;• 
On horror's head horrors accumulate : 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth anxiz'd. 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. 

/ago. O grace ! O heaven defend me ! 

Are you a man ? have ^ou a soul, or sense f — 
Cod be wi' you ; lake mine office. — O wretched fool. 
That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice ! — 

monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world, 
To be direct and honest, is not safe. — 

1 thank you for this profit ; and, from hence, 

ril love no friend, since love breeds such offence. 
0th. Nay, stay: — Thou should'st be honest 
/ago. I should be wise ; for honesty's a fool. 

And loses that it works for. 

Olh. By the world, 

I think my %vife be honest, and think .^he is not ; 

I think that thou art just, and think thou art n«»t ; 

I'll have some proof: Her name, that was as fresh 

As Dian's visajre, is now begrim'd and blac-k 

As mine own face.— If there be cords, or knivt-s, 

(1) All tenderness, all pity. 
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Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 

I'll not endure it. — Would, I were satisfied ! 

lago. 1 see, sir, you are eaten up with pasision : 
I do repent me, that I put it to you. 
You would be satisfied ? 

0th. Would ? nay, I will. 

lago. And may : but, how i* how satisfied, my 
lord .'' 
Would vou, the supenisor, grossly gape on i 
Behold her tupp'd ? 

Olh. Death and damnation ! O ! 

lago. It were a tedious difliculty, I think. 
To bring them to that prospect : Damn tliem then, 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster. 
More than their own ! What then.? how then? 
What shall I say .? Where's satisfaction .? 
It is impossible, you should see this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkies, 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made arunk. But yet, 1 say, 
If imputation, and strong circumstances, — 
Which lead directly to the door of truth, — 
Will give you satisfaction, you may have it 

0th. Give me a living' reason she's disloyal. 

lago. I do not like the oflfice : 
Bet, 8ith2 I am enter'd in this cause so far, — 
Prick'd to it by foolish honesty and love, — 
I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul. 
That in their sleeps will mutter their afl'airs \ 
One. of this kind is Cassio : 
In sleep I heard him say, — Sweet Desdemona^ 
Let us be wary, lei vs hide our loves ! 
And then, sir, would he jjripo, nnd wring my hand. 
Cry, — O, sweet creature ! and then kiss me hard, 
As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots, 

(1) Speaking, manifc!>t. (2) Since. 
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That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, ana sighM, and ki«tsM ; and then 
Cried, — Cursed fate / that gave thee to the Moor ' 

0th. O monstrous ! monstrous ! 

logo. Nay, this was but his dream. 

Otk. But this denoted a forgone conclusi<xi ; 
*Ti8 a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

lago. And this may help to thicken other prooA, 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

0(h. IMl tear her all to pieces. 

lago. Nay, but be wise: yet we see nothing 
done; 
She may be honest yet Tell me but this, — 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief, 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife^s hand } 

0th. I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first gift 

lago. I know not that : but such a handkerchief 
(I am sure it was your wife's,) did 1 to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

0th. If it be that,— 

logo. If it be that, or any that was hers, 
It speaks against her with the other proofs. 

Oih. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives ; 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 
Now do I see *tis true. — Look here, lago ; 
All my fond love thus I do blow to heaven : 
'Tis gone. — 

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell ! 
Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne,! 
To tyrannous hate ! swell, bosom, with thy fraught,' 
For *tis of aspics* tongues I 

logo. Pray, be content. 

Oih. O, blood, lago, blood ! 

lago. Patience, I say ; your mind, perhaps, may 
change. 

Oth. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea. 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 

(1) The heart on which thou wast enthroned. 

(2) Freight, load. 

VOL. VIIL 2 D 



,y Google 



418 



OTHELLO, 



Aciia 



Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 

lo the Piopontic, and the Hellespont; 

Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 

Shall ne^er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love. 

Till that a capable' and wide revenge 

Swallow them up. — Now, by yond' marble heaven, 

In the due reverence of a sacred vow [Kneels. 

I here engage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet. — 

[Kneels. 
Witness, you ever-burning lights above I 
You elements that clip3 us round about ! 
Witness, that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 
To wrongM Othello's service ! let him command. 
And to obey shall be in me remorse,* 
What bloody work soever. 

0th. I greet thy love. 

Not widi vain thanks, but with acceptance boan« 

teous. 
And will upon the instant put thcjB to't : 
Within these three days let me hear thee say, 
That Cassio's not alive. 

logo. My friend is dead ; *tis done, at your re- 
quest : 
But let her live. 

Oth. Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn her ! 
Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw, 
To furnish me with some swift means of d^ath 
For the feir devil. Now irt thou my lieutenant 

logo. I am your own for ever. [Exeunt, 

SCEJ^E IK— The same. Enter Desdemooa, 
Emilia, and Clown. 
Des, Do yoa know, sirrah, where lieutenant 
Cassiolies? 

(1) Capacious. (2) Embrace. 

(3) Not of malice to others, but of t«nd«nwsi 
for hull. 
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Clo. I dare not say, he lies any where. 

Des. Why, man ? 

do. He is a soldier ; and for me to say a soldier 
lies, is stabbing. 

Des. Go to ; Where lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you 
where I lie. 

Des. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for me 
to devise a lodging, and say — he lies here, or he 
lies the^e, were to lie in my own throat. 

Des. Can you inquire him out, and be edified 
by report .•* 

do. I will catechize the world for him ; that is, 
make questions, and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither : tell him« 
I have moved my lord in his behalf, and hope, all 
will be well. 

Clo To do this, is within the compass of man's 
wit ; and therefore I will attempt the doing it. [Ex. 

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief, 
Emilia.^ 

Emil I know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse 
Full of crusadoes.*^ And, but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were eno«jgh 
To put him to ill-thinking. 

Emil. Ts he not jealous ? 

Des. Who, he ? I think, the sun, where he wa« 
bom. 
Drew all such humours from him. 

Emil. Look, where he comes. 

Des. r will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be callM to him. — How is't with you, my lord f 

Enter Othello. 

Oih. Well, my good y&dy:— [Aside.] O, hard 
ness to dissemble ! — 

(1) A Portuguese eom. 
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Hovr do you, Desdemona? 

Des. Well, my good lord. 

0th. Give me your hand : This hand is moist, 
my lady. 

Des. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow. 

0th, This argues fruitfulness, and liberal hearts- 
Hot, hot, and moist : This hand of vours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer. 
Much castigation,! exercise devout ; 
For here^s a young and sweating devil here. 
That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 

Des, You may, indeed, say so ; 

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart. 

0th, A liberal hand : The hearts of old, gave 
hands; 
But our new heraldry is— hands, not hearts. 

Des, I cannot speak of this. Come now, your 
promise. 

Oih. What promise, chuck .^ 

Des, I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with 
you. 

0th. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends roe; 
Lend roe thy handkerchief. 

Des. Here, my loi-d. 

Olh. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 

0th. Not.? 

Des. No, indeed, my lord. 

0th. That is a fault : 

That handkerchief 
Did an Eg}'ptian to my mother give ; 
She was a charmer,^ and could almost read 
The thoughts of people : she told her, while she 

Kept it, 
*Twould make her amiable, and subdue my fathef 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it, 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 

(1) Penance, discipline. (2) Enchantress. 
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Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 
After new fancies : She, d} ing, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did so : and take heed oft, 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 
To lose or give't away, were such perdition. 
As nothing else could match. 

Des. Is it possible ? 

0th. 'Tis true : there's magic in the web of it : 
A sybil, that had numbered in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses. 
In her prophetic fury sewM the woik : 
The worms were hallow'd, that did breed the silk ; 
And it was died in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserved of maidens* hearts. 

Des. Indeed I *is't true .' 

Olh. Most veritable; therefore look to't well. 

Des. Then 'would to heaven, that I had never 
seen it. 

Oih. Ha ! wherefore ? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash ?^ 

Oik. Is't Inst ^ is't gone } speak, is it out of the 
wayi* 

Des. Heaven bless us ! 

0th. Say you ? 

Des. It is not lost ; But what an if it were { 

0th. Ha ! 

Des. I say, it is not lost 

0th. Fetch't, let me see it 

Des. Why, so I can, sir ; but I will not now : 
This is a trick, to put me from my suit ; 
' pray, let Cassio be received again. 

0th. Fetch me that handkerchief: my mind 
misgives. 

Des. Come, come ; 
You'll never meet a more sufficient man. 

0th. The handkerchief, 

Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

(1) Vehement, violent. 
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Oih. The hantlkercb'ef, 

Des. A man that, all his time. 
Hath founded his gfood fortune o/i your love ; 
Shared dangers with you ; 

Oih. The handkerchief, • 

Des. In sooth, 
You are to blame. 

0th. Away! [Ert< Othello. 

Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. 1 ne*er saw this before. 
Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief: 
I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emil. 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man : 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full, 
They belch us. Look you ! Cassio, and my husband. 
Enter lago and Cassio. 

/ago. There is no other way ; 'tis she must do't ; 
And, lojthe happiness! so, and imp6rtuneher. 

Des. How now.? good Cassio? what's the news 
wi(h you f 

Cas. Madam, my foi-mer suit : I do beseech you, 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love, 
' Whom I, with all the duty of my heart, 
Entirely honour; I would not be delay'd : 
If my offenc e be of such mortal kind, 
That neither service past, nor present sorrows, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, 
Can ransom me into his love again. 
But to know so must be my benefit ; 
So shall I clothe me iti a forc'd content, 
And shut myself up in some other course, 
To fortune's alms. 

Des. Alas! thrice-gentle Cassio, 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 
My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him. 
Were he in favour,' as in humour, alter'd. 

(1) In countenance. 



,y Google 



Scene IT. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 423 

So help me, every spirit sanctified, 

As I have spoken for you all my be!»t ; 

And stood within the blank' of his displeasure, 

For my free speech ! You must a while be patient : 

What I can do, I will ; and more 1 will. 

Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

Jago. Is hiy lord angry ? 

EmiL He went hence but now, 

And, cei-tain^y, in strange unquietness. 

lago. Can he be ani^ry ? 1 have seen the cannon. 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air; 
And, like the devil, fwrn his very arm 
Pufl''d his own brother; — And can he be angry? 
Something of moment, then : I will go meet him ; 
There's matter in*t indeed, if he be angry. 

Des. I pr'ythee, do so. — Something, sure, of 
state. — [E.TiVIago. 

Either from Venice ; or some unhatch'a practice 2 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him, — 
Hath puddled his clear spirit : and, in such cases, 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior thirigs, 
Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even so 
For let our finger ache*, and it indues 
Our other healthful members ev'n to tliat sense 
Of pain : Nay, we must think, men ire not gods; 
Nor of them look for such observances 
As fit the bridal.3 — Beshrew me much, Emilia, 
I was (unhandsome warrior as I aiiij 
Arraigning his unkindnes.* with \n\ soul; 
But now i find, I had subornM the witness. 
And he's indited falsely. 

EmiL Pray heaven, it be slate-matters, as you 
think ; 
And no conception, nor no jealuus toy, 
Concerning you. 

Des. Alas, the day ! I nevor gave him cause. 

EmU. But jealous souls will not be answer'd so; 

(1) Within the shot cf his anger. 

(2) Treason. (3) The m.ptial feast 
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They are not ever jealous for the cause, 

But jealous for they are jealous: 'tis a monster, 

Begot upon itself, born on itself 

l>es. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's 
mind! 

EmU. Lady, amen. 

Des. I will go seek him. — Cassio, walk hereabout : 
If I do find him fit, I'll move your suit, 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Cos. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Exfnmt Desdemona and Emilia. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio ! 

Cos. What make you from home } 

How is it with you, my most fair 6ianca ^ 
I'faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Bian, And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
"What ! keep a week away } seven days and nights.^ 
Eight score eight hours .'* and lovers' absent hours. 
More tedious than the dial eight score times .' 

weary reckoning ! 

Cos. Pardop me, Bianca ; 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been press'd; 
But I shall, in a more continuate time,i 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

[Giving her Desdemona's handkerchief. 
Take me this work out.2 

Bian. O, Cassio, whence came this ^ 

This is some token from a newer friend. 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause : 
Is it come to this ^ Well, well. 

Cos. Woman, ro to ! 

Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth, 
Fi-om whence you have them. You are jealous now, 
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance : 

(1) Time less interrupted. 

(2) The meaning is, not pick out the work, but 
copy this work in another handkerchief. 
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Nc, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whose is it? 

Cos. 1 know not, sweet-. I found it in my chamber. 
I like the work well ; ere it be demanded, 
(As like enough it will,) I'd have it copied : 
Take it, and do*t ; and leave nie for this time. 

Bian. Leave you I Avherefore .' 

Cas. I do attend here on the general ; 
And think it no addition, nor my wish, 
To have him see me woman'd. 

Bian. Why, I pray you ? 

Cas. Not that I love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me. 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little ; 
And say, if I shall see you soon at night. 

Cas. 'Tis but a little way, that I can bring you, 
For I attend here : but I'll see you soon. 

Bian. 'Tis very Kood ; I nmst be circumstanc'd. 

[Exmnt 



ACT IV. 

SCEJ^E I.— The same. Enter Othello anJ laga 

lago. Will you think so? 

Om. Think so, lago? 

lago. What, 

To kiss in private ? 

Qth. An unauthoriz'd kiss. 

logo. Or to be naked with her friend abeu, 
An hour, or more, not meaning any harm ? 

0th. Naked abed, lago, and not mean harm ? 
It is hypocrisy against the devil : 
They that mean virtuously, and yet Co so. 
The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt 
heaven. 

logo. So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip: 
But if I give my wife a handkerchief,^; 

Oih. What then ? 
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logo. Why then 'tis hers, my loiil ; and, beii^ 
hers. 
She may, 1 think, bestow't on any man. 

Olh. She is prolec tress of her honour too ; 
May she give that? 

logo. Her honour is an essence that's not seen ; 
They have it very oft, that have it not : 
But, for the handkerchief, 

Oih. By heaven, 1 would most gladly have for 
got it :— 
Thou said'st, — 0,'it comes o'er my memory. 
As doth the raven o'er the infected house. 
Boding to all,' — he had my handkerchief. 

lago. Ay, what of that ? 

0th. That's not so good, now. 

lago. What, if I had said, I had seen him do you 
wrong? 
Or heard him say, — As knaves be such abroad, 
Who having, by their own importunate suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of some misti-ess. 
Convinced or supplied^ them, cannot choose 
But they must blab 

Olh. Hath he said any thing f 

logo. He hath, my lord • but be you well as- 
sur'd. 
No more than he'll unswear. 

0th. What hath he said ? 

lago. 'Faith, that he did, — I know not what he 
did. 

Olh. What? what? 

logo. Lie 

Olh. With her? 

Togo. With her, on her; what you will. 

Olh. Lie with her ! lie on her ! — We say, lie on 
ncr, when they belie her : Lie with her ! that's 
iulsome. — Handkerchief, — confessions, — bandker- 

(1) The raven was thought to be a constant at- 
tendant on a house infected with the plague. 

(2) Old spelling of suppled, t. e. softened. 
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chief. — To confess, and be hanged for his labour.*— 
First to be hanged, and then to confess : — I ti'einble 
at it. Nature would not invest herself in such 
shadowing passion, without some instruction. It is 
not words, that shake me thus : — Pish ! — Noses, 
ears, and hps : — Is it possible ? — Confess ! — Hand- 
kei-chicf ! — O devil ! — [FtUls in a trance, 

lago. Work on, 
My medicine, work .' Thus credulous foola are 

caught ; 
And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus, 
All guiltle«s meet reproach. — What, ho ! my lord .' 

Enter Cassio. 

My lord, I say ! Othello ! — How now, Cassio } 

Cos. What is the matter.? 

lago. My lord has fallen into an epilepsy ; 
This is his second iit ; he had one yesterday. 

Cos. Rub him about the temples. 

lago. No, forbear : " 

The letharey must have his quiet course : 
If not, be toams at mouth ; and, by and by, 
Breakj out (o savage madness. Look, he stirs : 
Do you withdraw yourself a little while, 
He will recover straight ; when he is gone, 
I would on great occasion speak with you. — 

[Exit Cassio. 
How is it. general .' have you not hurt your head } 

Oih. Dost thou mock me f 

logo. I mock you ! no, by heaven : 

Would you would bear your fortunes like a man. 

0th. A homed man*s a monster, and a beast. 

lago. There^s many a beast then in a populous 
city, 
And many a civil monster. 

0th. Did he confess it .' 

logo. Good sir, be a man ; 

Think, CTery bearded fellow, that's but yokM, 

(1) A proverbial saying. 
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May draw with you : there's millions now alive. 

That nightly lie in (hose unproperi beds, 

Which they dare swearpeculiar; your case is better. 

O, 'tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch-mock, 

To lip a wanton in a secure couch, 

And to suppose her chaste I No, let me know ; 

And, knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 

0th. O, thou art wise ; 'tis certain. 

lago. Stand you a while apart ; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list .2 
Whilst you were here, ere while mad with your grief 
fA passion most unsuiting such a man,) 
Cassio came hither : I shifted him away, 
And laid good 'scuse upon your ecstacy ; 
Bade him anon return, and here speak with me ; 
The which he promised. Do but encave^ yourself. 
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns. 
That dwell in e?ery region of his face ; 
For I will make him tell the tale anew, — 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is a^in to cope your wife; 
I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience ; 
Or 1 shall say, you are all in all in spleen, 
And nothing of a man. 

Olh. Dost thou hear, lagoi* 

T will be found most cunning in my patience ; 
But (dost thou heari*) most bloody. 

logo. That's not amiss ; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw .? 

[Othello voiihdraws. 
Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 
A housewife, that, by selling her desires, 
Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature. 
That dotes on Cassio, — as 'tis the strumpet's plague. 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one ; 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter : — Here he comes : — 



(1) Common. 

(2) Within the bounds of patience. 



(3) Hide. 



,y Google 



Scene J. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 429 

Ri-enier Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 
And his unbookish^ jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and light behavionr 
Quite in the wrong.— How do you now, lieutenant? 

Cos. The worser, that you give me the addition.^ 
Whose want even kills me. 

Jaffo. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure of *t 
Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's power, 

„ . . I . ,j , [Speaking lower. 

How quickly should you speed. 

S?- r . , . Alas, poor caitiff! 

Olh, Look, how he laughs already ! [Aside, 
lago. I never knew a woman love man so. 
Cos, Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i'faith, she loves 

me. 
0th. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out 

^ . [Aside. 

laffo. Do you hear, Cassio ? 

r« .;. . « Now he importunes him 

To tell It o'er: Goto; well said, well said. [Aside. 

logo. She ffives it out, that you shall marry hej* : 
Do you intend it ? 

«M. Ha, ha, ha! 

0th. Do you triumph, Roman .=* do you triumph ? 

Cos. I marry her .'—what 1 a customer .'3 I pr'y- 
thee, bear some charity to my wit ; do not think it 
so unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha ! 

0th. So, so, so,* so : They laugh that win. 

lago. »Faith, the cry goes, that you shall marir 

her. 
Cos. Pr'ythee, say trae. 
logo. I am a very villain else. 
0th. Have p^ou scored me.' Well. [Aside. 

Cos. Ihis IS the monkey's own giving out : she 

(1) Ignorant. (2) Title of lieutenant. 

(3) A conunon woman. 
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IS persuaded I will marry her, out of her own love 
and flattery, not out of my promisje. 

Olh, lago beckons me ; now he begins the stoiy. 

[Aside. 

Cas. She was here even now ; she haunts me in 
every place. I was, the other day, talking on the 
sea-bank with certain Venetians ; and thither comes 
this bauble; by this hand, she falls thus about my 
neck ; 

Olh. Crying, O dear Cas-io ! as it were : his 
gesture imports it. [Asid4. 

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon mc ; 
80 hales, and pulls me : ha, ha, ha I — 

Olh. Now he tells, how she pluck'd him to my 
thamber : O, I see that nose of yours, but not that 
dog I shall throw it to. [Aside, 

Cas. Well, I must leave her company. 

logo. Before me ! look where she comes. 

Enter Bianca. 

Cas. 'Tis such another fitchew .'^ marry, a per- 
fumed one. — What do you mean by this haunting 
of me .•* 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you ! 
What did you mean by that same handkerchief, 
you gave me even now ? I was a fine fool to take it. 
I must take out the whole work .' — A likely piece 
of work, that you should find it in your chamber, 
and not know who left it there ! This is some minVs 
token, and I must take out the w^rk .' There, — give 
it your hobby-horse : wheresoever you had it, IMl 
take out no work on*t. 

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca ? bow now f 
how now ? 

0th. By heaven, that should be my handker- 
chief! [Aside. 

Bian. An you'll come to supper to-night, you 
may : an you will not, come when you are next 
prepared for. [Exit, 

(1) A polecat 
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lago. After her, after her. 

Cas. *Faith I must, sheMl rail ia the street else. 

logo. Will you sup there ? 

Cos. *Faith, I intend so. 

lago. Well, I may chance to see you ; for I 
would very fain speak with you. 

Cas. Pr*y thee, come ; Will you? 

lago. Go to ; saj no more. [Exit Cussio. 

0th. How shall 1 murder him, lago.'' 

logo. Did you perceive how he laughed at his 
vice f 

0th. O, lago ! 

lago. And did you. see the handkerchief.^ 

0th. Was that mine .? 

lago. Yours, by tliis hand : and to see how he 
prizes the foolish woman, your wife ! she gave it 
him, and he hath given it his whore. 

0th. I would have him nine years a killing : — 
A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman ! 



lago. Nay, you must forget that. 
0th. / ' ' ' 



Ay, let her i-ot and perish, and be damned 
to-night ; for she shall not live : No, my heart is 
turned to stone ; I strike it, and it hurts my hand. 
O, the world hath not a sweeter creature : she 
might lie by an emperor's side, and command him 
tasks. 

logo. Nay, that's not your way. 

Offi. Han^ her .' 1 do but say what she is : — So 
delicate with her needle ! — An admirable musician ! 
O, she will sin^ the savageness out of a bear I — 
Of so high and plenteous wit and invention ! — 

lago. She*s the worse for all this. 

0th. O, a thousand, a thousand times: — And 
then, of so gentle a condition 1^ 

logo. Ay, too gentle. 

0th. Nay, that's certain : But yet the pity of it, 
lago ! — O, lago, the pity of it, lago ! 

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, giy« 

(1) Of so sweet a disposition. 
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her patent to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it 
comes near nobody. 

Oth. I will chop her into messes : — Cuckold me! 

logo. O, Uis foul in her. 

OUi. With mine officer ! 

lago. That's fouler. 

Oth. Get me some poison, lago ; this night : — 
I'll not expostulate with her, lest her body and beau- 
ty unprovide my mind again : this night, lago. 

logo. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her 
bed, even the bed she hath contaminated. 

Olh. Good, good: the justice of it pleases; very 
good. 

logo. And, for Cassio, — let me be his undertaken 
You shall hear more by midnight. 

[A trumpet within, 

Oth, Excellent good. — What trumpet is that 
same .•* 

logo. Something from Venice, sure. *Tis Lodo- 
vico, 
Come from the duke : aod, see, your wife is with 
him. 

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and attendants. 
Lod. 'Save you, worthy general 1 
Oih. ■ With all my heart, sir. 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 
[Gives him a packet. 
Oth. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

[Opens the packet and reads. 
Des. And what's the news, good cousin Lodo- 

vico } 
lago. I am very glad to see you, signior ; 
Welcome to Cyprus. 
Lod. 1 thank you : How does lieutenant Cassio ? 
lago. Lives, sir. 

Des. Cousin, there's fallen between him and my 
lord 
An unkind breach : but you shall make all well. 
Oth. Are you sure of that ? 
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Des. My lord ' 

0th. This fail ymi no\ io do, as you will — 

[Reads, 

1-od. He did not call : he's busy in the paper. 
Is there division 'twixt thy lord and Cassio ? 

Des. A most unhappy one ; I would do much 
To atone' them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 

Oih. Eire and brimstone .' 

Des. My lord ? 

0th. A re you w ise f 

Des. What, is he angij .' 

Lod. May be, the leiter mov*d him ; 

For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

Des. By my troth, I am glad on't. 

0th, Indeed. 

Des. My lord.' 

Oih, J am glad to see you mad. 

Des. How, sweet Othello } 

0th. Devil ! [Striking her. 

Des. T have not deservM this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believM in 
Venice, 
Though I should swear I saw it : 'Tis very much ; 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

0th. O devil, devil ! 

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears. 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile : — 
Out of my sight! 

Des, I will not stay to offend you. 

(Going. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady ; — 
r do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

Oih. Mistress, 

Des, My lord.? 

0th. What would you with her, sir ? 

Lod, Who, I, my lord ? 



(1) Reconcile. 
2E 
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Olh. Ay ; you did wish, thai 1 would make her 
turn : 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on. 
And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep: 
And she's obedient, as you say, — obedient, — 
Very obedient ; — Proceed you in your tears. — 
Concerning this, sir, — O well-painted passion • 
I am commanded home :— Get you away ; 
ril send for you anon.— Sir, I obey the mandate. 
And will return to Venice ; — Hence, avaunt I 

[Exit Desdemona. 

Cassio shall have my place. And,— sir, to-night, 

I do entreat that we may sup together. 

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. — Goats, and 

monkies! [Exit. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our full senate 
Call — all-in-all sufficient .?— this the noble nature 
Whom passion could not shake } whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chance, 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 

lago. He is much chang'd. 

Lod. Are his wits safe? is he not light of brain ? 

lago. He is that he is ; I may not breathe my 
censure. 
What he might be,— if, what he might, he is not,— 
I would to heaven, he were. 

Lod. What, strike his wife ! 

logo. 'Faith, that was not so well; Yet 'would 
I knew. 
That stroke would prove the worst 

Lod. Is it his use? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood, 
And new-create this fault i* 

lago. Alas, alas ! 

It is not honesty in me, to speak 
What I have seen and known. You shall observe 

him ; 
And his own courses will denote him so. 
That I may save my speech : Do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 
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Lod. I am sorry, that I am deceived in him. 

[Exeunt 

SCEJ^'E II.—A room tn the castle. Enter 
Othello and Emilia. 

0th. Yo^ have seen nothing then ? 

Emil. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect. 

Oih. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she It^ether. 

Emil. But then I saw no harm : and then i heard 
Each syllable, that breath made up between (henL 

0th. What, did they never whif|)er? 

Ktnil. Never, mj lord. 

Oth. Nor send you out o*the way ? 

Emil. Never. 

Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor 
nothing ? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

Olh. That's strange. 

Kmil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest, 
Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other, 
Remove your thought ; it dolh abuse your bosom, 
if any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse! 
For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true, 
There's no man happy ; the purest of their wives 
Is fuul as slander. 

Olh. Bid her come hither : — go. — 

[Exit Emilia. 
She says enough : — yet she's? a simple bawd, 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 
A closet-Ioclf-and-key of villanous secnets : 
And yet she'll kneel, and pi-ay ; I have seen her do't. 

Re-enter Emilia, with Desdemona. 
Des. My lord, what is your will ? 
Oth. Pray, chuck, come hither. 

Des. What is your pleasure ? 
Oth. Let me see your eyes 

Look in my face. 
Des. What horrible fancy's this? 
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0th. Some of your function, mistress; [ToEmii, 
Leave procreant? alone, and shut the door; 
Cough, or cry — hem, if any body come : 
Your mystery, your mystery ;— nay, despatch. 

•^ "^ [/C«7 Emilia, 

Des'. Upon my knees, what doth^our speech 
import ? 
I understand a fury in your words, 
But not the words. 

0th. Why, what art thou ? 

Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true 

And loyal wife. 

0th. Conne, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee: therefore be double- 

damn'd. 
Swear — Ihou art honest. 

j)es. Heaven doth truly know it 

0th. Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as 
hell. 

Des. To whom, my lord ? with whom ? How am 
I false ? 

Oih. O Desdemona I—away ! away ! away ! 

Des. Alas, the heavy day !— Why do you weep ? 
Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord f 
If, haply, you my father do suspect. 
An instrument of this your calling back. 
Lav not your blame on me ; if you have lost him, 
Why, I have lost him too. 

Olh. Had it pleas'd heaven 

To try me with affliction; had he rainM 
All kinds of sores, and shames, on my bare head 
SteepM me in poverty to the very lips ; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 
I should have found in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience : but (alas !) to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 
To point his slow unmoving finger at, — 
O.'O! 
Vet could I bear that too ; well, very well : 



,y Google 



Scene IT. THE MOOR OF VENICE. 437 

But there, where I have gafner'd' up my heart ; 
"Where either I must live, or bear no life; 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence 1 
Or keep it as a cistern, for foul loads 
To knot and gender in! — turn thy complexion there! 
Patience, thou young and rose-lippM cherubim ; 
Ay, there, look g-rim as hell I 
JDes. 1 hope, my noble lord esteems me honest. 
Olh. Of ay ; as summer flies are in the shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
"Who art so lovely fair, and smelPst so sweet, 
That the sense aches at thee. — 'Would, thou hadst 
ne'er been born ! 
Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed ? 
0th. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon .'* What committed .' 
Committed ! — O thou public commoner .' 
I should make very forges of my cheeks, 
That would to cinders bum up modesty, 
Did I but speak thy deeds. — What comnratted ! 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets. 
Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear it : What committed .' — 
Impudent strumpet ! 
I>es. By heaven, you do me wrong. 

Oih. Are not you a strumpet .'' 
JOes, % No, as I am a Christian : 

It to preserve this vessel for my lord, 
From any other foul unlawful touch. 
Be — not to be a strumpet, I am none. 
0th. "VVhat, not a whore .? 
JDes. No, as I shall be saved 

Oih. Is it possible ? 
Des. O, heaven forgive us ! 
0th. I cry you mercy, then ; 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 

(1) Treasured up. 
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That married with Othello.— You, mistress, 

Re-enter Emilia. 

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of hell ; You ! you ! ay, you ! 
We have done our course ; there's money for your 

pains; 
X pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. 

[Exit. 

Emit. Alas, what does this arentleman conceive? — 
How do you, madam .•* how do you, my good lady? 

Des. 'Faith, half asleep. 

EmiL Good madam, what's the matter with my 
lord? 

Dei. "With who? 

EmiL ^^hy, witli my lord, madam. 

Des. Who is thy lord ? 

EmiL He that is yours, sweet lady. 

Des. I have none : Do not talk to me, Emilia ; 
I cannot weep ; nor answer I have none. 
But what should go by water. Pr'ythee, to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets, — remember ; — 
And call thy husband hither. 

Emil. Here is a change, indeed ! [ Exit 

Des. 'Tis meet I should be used so, very meet. 
How have I been behav'd, that he might stick 
The small'st opinion on my greatest abuse? 

Re-enter Emilia, with lago. 
lago. What is your pleasure, madam? How is 

It with you ? 
Des. I cannot tell. Those, that do teach young 
babes. 
Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks : 
He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 
Jago. What's the matter, lady? 

Emil. Alas, Ta«:o, my lord hath so bewbor'd her. 
Thrown such despite aiid heavy terms upon her, 
As true hearts cannot bear. 
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Des. Am 1 that name, lago ? 

Jago. What name, fair lady? 

Des. Such as, she says, my lord did say 1 was. 

Emil. He call'd her, whore ; a beggar, in his 
drink, 
Could not have laid such terms upon his callet.* 

Jago. Why did he so ? 

Des. I do not know ; I am sure, I am none such. 

logo. Do not weep, do not weep; Alas, the day ! 

EmiL Has she forsook so many noble matches, 
Her father, and her country, and her friends, 
To be caird — whore? would it not make one weep? 

Dea. It is my wretched fortune. 

logo. Beshrew him for it ! 

How comes the trick upon him ? 

Des. i^ay? heaven doth know. 

Etnil. I will be hano;'d, if some eternal villain, 
Sonne busy and insinuating rogue. 
Some cogging cozening slave, to get some office, 
Have not devisM this slander ; I'll be hang'd else. 

logo. Fie, there is no such man : it is impossible. 

Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him! 

Emil. A halter pardon him ! and hell gnaw his 
bones! 
"Why should he call her, whore ? who keeps her 

company ? 
What place? what time.^ what form? what like- 
lihood? 
The Moor's abus'd by some most villanous knave, 
Some base notorious knave, some scui-vy fellow : — 
O, heaven, tliat such companions^ thouMst unfold ; 
And put in every honest hand a whip. 
To lash the rascal naked through the world, 
Even from the east to the west f 

leigo. Speak within door. 

Emil. O, fie upon him ! some such squire he was. 
That tum'd your wit the seamy side^ without. 
And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 

(1) His drab. (2) Fellows. (3) Inside out. 
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lago. You are a fool ; go to. 

Des. O good lago, 

What shall I do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him ; for by this light of heaven, 
r know not how I lost him. Here I kneel : — 
If e*er my will did Vespass *gainst his love. 
Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed ; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense. 
Delighted them in any other form ; 
Or that I do not yety and ever did, 
And ever will, — though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, — love him dearly, 
Comfort forswear me .' Un^cindness may do much ; 
And his imkindness may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. I cannot say, whore ; 
It does abhor me, now I speak the word ; 
To do the act that might the addition^ earn. 
Not the world's mass of vanity could make me. 

logo. I pray you, be content; *tis but his humour ; 
The business' of the state does him offence. 
And he does chide with you. 

Des. If 'twere no other, — 

lago. It is but so, I warrant you. [Trumpets. 
Hark, how these instruments summon to supper I 
And the great messengers of Venice stay : 
Go in, and weep not ; all things shall be well. 

[Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 

Enter Roden'ga 

How n:5W, Roderigo ? 

Ilod. I do not find, that thou deal's! justly with 
me. 

logo. What in the contrary 

Rod. Every day thou doff'st nxe^ with some 
device, lago; and rather (as it seems to me now,) 
keep'st from me all conveniency, than suppliest me 
with the least advantage of hope. I will, indeed, 
no longer endure it : Nor am I yet persuaded, to 

(1) Title. (2) Putt's! me off 
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put up in peace what already 1 have foolishly suf- 
fered. 

Ingo. Will you hear me, Roderigo? 

Rod. *Faith, I have heard too much ; for your 
words and performance are no kin together. 

Jago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. "With nought but truth. I have wasted 
myself out of my means. The jewels you have 
had from me, to deliver to Desdemona, would half 
have corrupted a votarist : You have told me — she 
has received them, and returned me expectations 
and comforts of sudden respect and acquittance ;^ 
but I find none. 

lago. Well ; go to ; very well. 

Rod. Very well I go to ! I cannot go to, man ; 
nor *tis not very well: By this hand, I say, it is 
very scurvy: and begin to find myself fobbed in it. 

lago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well. T will make 
myself known to Desdemona : if she will return 
me my jewels, I will give over my suit, and repent 
my unlawful solicitation; if not, assure yourself, I 
will seek satisfaction of you. 

lago. You have said now. 

Rod. Ay, and I have said nothing, but what I 
protest intendment of doing. 

logo. Why, now I see there's mettle in thee ; and 
even, from this instant, do build on thee a better 
opinion than ever before. Give me thy hand, 
Roderigo : Thou hast taken against me a most just 
exception ; but, yet, I protest, I have dealt most di- 
rectly in thy affair. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and 
Tour suspicion is not without wit and judgment 
feut, Rooerigo, if thou hast that within thee indeed, 
which 1 have greater reason to 'relieve now than 
tvet — I mean, purpose, courage, and valour, — thif 

(1) Requital. 
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night show it : if thou the next night following en- 
joyest'not Desdemona, take me from this world 
with treachery, and devise engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, what is it ? is it within reason, and 
compass ? 

Jago. Sir, there is especial commission come from 
Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why, then Othello and Desde- 
mona return again to Venice. 

Jago. O, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and takes 
away with him the fair Desdemona, unless his 
abode be lingered here by some accident ; wherein 
none can be so determinate, as the removing of 
Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean — removing of him ? 

/ag-o. Why, by making him incapable of Othello's 
place ; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me do } 

Jago. Ay, if you dare do yourself a profit, and a 
right. He sups to-night with a harlot, and thither 
will I go to him ; — he knows not yet of his honour- 
able fortune : if you will watch his going thence 
(which I will fashion to fall out between twelve and 
one,) you may take him at your pleasure ; I will be 
near to second your attempt, and he shall fall be- 
tween us. Come, stand not amazed at it, but go 
along with me ; 1 will show you such a necessity in 
his death, that you shall think yourself bound to 
put it on him. It is now high supper-time, and the 
night crows to waste : about it. 

Rod. I will hear further reason for this. 

Jago. And you shall be satisfied. [Exeunt, 



SCEJ^E III. — Another room in ike castle. En- 
ier Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia, and 
Attendants. 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no' 
further. ' 
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Oth. O pardon me ; 'twill do me g^ood to walk. 
Lod. Madam, good night; 1 humbly thank your 

ladyship. 
Des. Your honour is most welcome. 
Oth. Will you walk, sir t-^ 

0, — Desdemona, 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. Get you to bed on the instant, I will be 
returned forthwith : dismiss your attendant tnei^^ 
look, it be done. 
Des. I will, my lord. 

[Exeunt Othello, Lodovico, and Attendants. 
Emil. How goes it now? he looks gtnller than 

he did. 
Des. He says, he will return incontinent ;' 
He hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bade me to dismiss you. 

Emil. Dismiss me ! 

Des. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 
We must not no'.v displease him. 

Emil. I would, you had never seen him ! 
Des. So would not I ; my love doth so appiwe 
him. 
That even his stubbornness, his checks, and 

frowns, — 
Pr'ythee, unpin me, — have grace and favour in 
them. 
Emil. 1 have laid those sheets you bade me on 

the bed. 
Des. All's one : — Good father I how foolish are 
our minds I — 
If I do die before thee, pr'ythee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 
Emit. Come, come, you talk. 

Des, My mother had a maid callM — Barbara ; 
She was in love ; and he, she lov'd, pmv'd mad,2 
And did forsake her: she had a sour of— willow, 

(1) Immediately. (2) Wild, inconstant. 
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An old thin«^ Hwas, but it expressed her fortune, 
And slie died singing it : That song, to-night, 
"Will not go from my mind; 1 have much to do, 
Bui to go hang my head all at one side, 
And sing it hke poor Barbara. Pr*ythee, despatch. 

Emil. Shall 1 go fetch your night-gown ? 

P^s. No, unpin me here. — 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emit. A very haudeome man. 

•Oc5. And he speaks well. 

Emil. I know a lady in Venice, who would have 
walked barefoot to Palestine, for a touch of his 
nether lip. 



Dc8. The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore 
tree. 
Sing all a green willow ; [Singing. 

Her hand on her bosom, her head on Iter knee^ 

Sing willow f willow, willmo: , 
The fresh streams ran by her, and murmured 
her moans; 
Sing willow, gfc. 
Her salt tears feU from her, and sofUn'd the 
stones / 

Lay by these ; 

Sing willow, willow, willow: 

Pt'ythce, hie thee ; he'll come anon.— 

Sing all a green willow must be my gar» 
land. 

IL 

Lzi nobody blame him, his scorn I approve, — 

Nay, that's not next.— Hark ! who is it that knocks? 
Emil. It is the wind. 
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Des. / caWdmy Uyoe, false lave ; but tohai said 
he then? 

Sing willow, Sfc. 
Jflcourt OToi women, you'll couch with mo men. 

So, get thee gone; good night. Mine eyes do 

itch; 
Doth that bode weeping ? 

Emit. 'Tis neither here nor there. 

Des. I have heard it said £o. — O, these men, these 
men! — 
Dost thou in conscience think,— tell me, Emilia, — 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind f 

EmiL There be some such, no question. 

Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all the 
world ? 

Emit. Why, would not you ? 

lies. No, by this heavenly light ! 

Emit. Nor I neither by this heavenly light ; 
I might do't as welH'the dark. 

Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all the 
world f 

EmiL The world is a huge thing : 'Tis a great 
price 
For a small vice. 

Des. Good troth, I think thou would'st not 

Emit. By my troth, I think I should ; and un- 
do*t, when I had done. Marry, I would not do 
such a thing for a joint-ring; nor for measures of 
lawn ; nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any 
petty exhibition : but, for the whole world, — Why, 
who would not make her husband a cuckold, to 
make him a monarch? I should venture purgatory 
for't. 

Des. Bcshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
for the whole world. 



(1) Mo for more. 
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Kmil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i*the 
world ; and, having the world for your labour, 'tis 
a wrong in your own world, and ycu might quickly 
make it right 

Des. I do not think there is any such woman. 

Emil. Yes, a dozen ; and as many 
To the vantage, as would store the world they 

play'd for. 
But, I do think, it is their husbands* faults. 
If wives do fall : Say, that they slack their duties, 
And pour our treasures into foreign laps ; 
Or else break out in j)eevish jealousies. 
Throwing restraint upon us; or, say, they strike us. 
Or scant our former having' m despite ; 
Why, we have galls ; and, though we have some 

grace, 
Yet we have some revenge. Let husbands know, 
Their wives have sense2 like them : they see, and 

smell. 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour. 
As husbands have. What i» it that they do, 
When they change us for others .'' Is it sport? 
I think it is ; And doth affection breed it ^ 
I think, it doth ; Is't frailty, that thus errs ? 
It is so too : And have not we affections .? 
Desires for sport.' and frailty, as men have.^ 
Then, let them use us well : else, let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills instruct us to. 

Des. Good night, good night : Heaven me sucb 
usage send, 
Not (o pick bad from bad ; but, Dy bad, mrnd ! 

[EK€unL 

(1) Our former allowance of expense. 

(2) Sensation. 
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ACT V. 

SCEJ^fE I.— A street Enter lago and Rodenga 

Jago. Here, stand behind this bulk ; straight will 
he come : 
Wear thy good rapier bare,' and put it home ; 
Quick, quick; fear nothing; I'll be at thy elbow : 
It makes us, or it mars us : think on that, 
And fix most firm ihy lesolution. 

Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarr}' in't. 

logo. Here, at thy hand ; be bold, and take thy 
sword. [Retires to a little distance. 

Rod. I have no great devolion to the deed ; 
And yet he has given me satisfying reasons : — 
'Tis but a man gone : — foitli, my sword ; he dies. 
[Goes to his stand. 

lago. I have rubb'd this young quat almost lo 
the seuse.2 
And he grows angi-y— Now, whether he kill Cassio, 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my gain : Live Roder'^o, 
He calls me to a restitution large 
Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb'd' from him, 
As gifts to Desdemona ; 
It must not be : if Cassio do remain, 
He hath a daily beauty in his life. 
That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there stand I in much 

peril : 
No, he must die : — But so, I hear him coming. 

Enter Cassio. 

Rod. I know his gait, 'tis he ; — Villain, thou diest. 
[Rushes from his postj and makes a pass at 
Cassio. 

(1) Unsheathed. 

(2) To the quick. (3) Fished. 
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Cos. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my coat is better than thou thinkM ; 
I will make proof of thine. 

[DrawSf and wounds Roderigo. 
Rod. Of I am ^lain ! 

[lajfo rushes from his post y cuts Ca^sio behind 

in the legy and exit, 
Cas. I am maim'd for ever : — Help, ho ! mur- 
der! murder! [Falls. 

Enter Othello, cd a distance. 

0th. The voice of Cassio : — lago keeps his word. 

Rod. O, villain that I am ! 

0th. Hark ! 'tis even so. 

Cas. O, help! ho! light! asui^eon! 

0th. 'Tis he ; — O brave lago, honest, and just. 
That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong ! 
Thou teachest me, — Minion, your dear lies dead. 
And your f»te hies apace : — Strumpet, I come : 
Forth^ of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are 

blotted ; 
Thy bed, lust-stain'd, shall with lust's blood be 
spotted. [Exit Othello. 

Enter Lodovico and Gratiano, at a distance. 

Cas. What, ho ! no watch } no passage :2 mur- 
der! murder! 

Gra. 'Tis ^me mischance; the cry is veiy 
direful. 

Cas. 0, help ! 

Lad. Hark ! 

Rod. O wretched villain ! 

Lod. Two or three groans ; — it is a heavy3 night ; 
These may be counterfeits ; let's think't unsafe 



(1) Out. (2) No passengers. 

(3) Thick, cloudy. 
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To come in to the cry, witboat more help. 
Rod, Nobodjr come ? then shall 1 bleed to deadu 

EiUer lago, vfUh a UgJtL 

Lod. Haric! 

Gra. Here's one comes in his shirt, with light 
and weapcms. 

Jago, Who*8 there? whose noise is this, that 
cries on murder f 

Ztod, We do not know. 

Jago, Did yoa not hear a C17 ? 

(m Here, here; for heaven's sake, help me. 

Jago, What's the matter? 

Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it 

Lad, The same, indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 

Jago, What are you here that crv so grievously f 

Cos. lago ? O, I am spoil'd, undone by villains ! 
Give me some help. 

Jago,0 me, lieutenant ! what villains have dona 
this? 

Cat. I think, that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 

Jago, O treachrrous villains !— 

What are you there ? come in, and give some helpi 

[To Lodovico and Gratiana 

Hod, O, help me here ! 

Cat, That's one of them. 

Jago, O murderous slave ! O villain | 

[lago siabt Roderiga 

Jiod, O damn'd lago ! O inhuman dog ! — 
O! O! O! 

Jago. Kill men i'the dark ;— Where be these 
bloody tliieves ? 
How silent U this town !-~Ho ! murder ! murder ! 
What may you be ? are you of good, or evil ? 

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 

Jago. Signior Lodovico? 

jJod. He, sir. 

Jago, I ciy you mercy; Here's Cassio hurt 

VOL. VUL 2 F 
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By villains. 

Gra. Cassio ? 

Jago. How is it, brother ? 

Cos. My leg is cut in two. 

lago. Marry, heaven forbid !— 

Light, gentlemen ; Pli bind it with my shirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

JBum. What is the matter, ho? wha.is*t that 
cried ? 

logo. Who is't that cried ? 

Bian. O my dear Cassio ! my sweet Caasio ! 
O Cassio! Cassio! Cassio! 

logo. O notable strumpet! — Cassio, may yoa 
8us])ect. 
Who they should be, that have thus mangled 
you? 

Cos. No. 

Crra. I am sorry, to find you thus : I have been 
to seek you. 

logo. Lend me a garter : So. — O, Ua a chair, 
To l^r him easily li^nce ! 

Bian. Alas, he faints: — O Cassio! Cassio! 
Cassio! 

logo. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To t^ a partv in this injuiy. — 
Patience a while, good Cassio. — Come, come ; 
Lend me a light. — Know we this face, or no? 
Alas ! my friend ; and my dear countryman, 
Roderigo?no: — Yes, sure; O heaven I JRoder%o 

Qra. What, of Venice? 

logo. Even he, sir; did yon know him ? 

Gra. Know him ? ay. 

Jago. Signior Gratiano ? I cry you gentle pardoo ; 
These bloMiy accidents must excuse my manners, 
That so neglected you. 

Chra. I am glad to see you. 

logo. How do you, Cassio?--0, a chair, a chiir ! 

Qra, Roderigo! 
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logo. He, he, 'lis he :—0, that's well said ;— the 
chair : — [A chair hrovght in. 

Some good man bear him carefully £rom hence ; 
I'll fetch the general's sui^eon. — For you, mistress, 

[To Bianca. 
Sare joa your labour. He that lies slaiu here, 

Cassio, 
Was my dear friend : What malice was between 
you.^ 
Cos. None in the world ; nor do I know the man. 
logo, [To Bian.] What, look you pale ? — O, bear 
him out o'the air. — 

[Cassio and Rod. are bonne off. 
Stay you, good gentlemen : — Look you pale, mis- 
tress.^ 
Do you perceive the ghastness of her eye .^— 
Ifay, if Tou stare, we shall hear moie anon : — 
Behold her well ; I pray you, look upcm her ; 
Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness will speak, 
Though tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emilia. 

Ennxl 'Las, what's the matter; what's the matter, 
husband ? 

logo. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark, 
Br Roderigo, and fellows that are 'scap'd ; 
He's almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 

EmiU Alas, ^ood gentleman! alas, good Cassio ! 

lago. This is the fioiit of whoring. — Pr'ythee, 
Emih'a, 
Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to-night :— 
What, do you shake at that ^ 

Bian. He supp'd at my house ; but I therefore 
shake not. 

lago. O, did he so ? I charge you, go with me. 

Emil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet T 

Bian, I am no strumpet; but ot life as honest, 
^ you that thus abuse me. 

EmiL As I ? foh ! fie upon thee ! 
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logo. Kind gentlemen, let*s go see poor Casaio 
dress'd : — 
Come, mistress, yon must tell us another tale.— 
Emilia, run you to the citadel. 
And tell my lord and lady what has happM.— 
Will you go on, I pray ?— This is the niglit, [Aside, 
That either makes me, or fordoes^ roe quite. [Exe. 

SCIIN*E II. — A bed-chamber: Desdemona in bed 
adtep. A Ught burning. Enter Othello. 

0th. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul, — 
Let mernot name it to you, yon chaste stars !— 
It is the cause. — Yet IMl not shed her blood ; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

[Takes Ojff^ ?us sword. 
Yet the must die, else sheMl l>etray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out the light :> 
If I quench thee, thou flammg minister, 
I can again thy former light restore, 
Should I repent me : — but once put out thine, 
IWi cunning'st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat. 
That can thy light relume. When I have pluck*d ihy 

rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth again, 
It needs must wither : — ^IMl smell it on the tree.— 
[Kissing her. 
O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword! — One more, one more- 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after : — One more, and this the last ; 
So sweet was ne*er so fatal. I must weep. 
But they are cruel tears : This sorrow*s heavenljr; 
It strikes, where it doth love. — She wakes — 

Des. Who's there? Othello .? 



(1) Undoes (2) t. e. The light of Ufe. 
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Oih. Ay, Desdemona. 

Des. Will yoa come to bed, my lord f 

0th, Have jrou pray*d to-night, Desdonona ? 

Des. Ay, my lord, 

0th. If you bethink yourself ot any crime, 
UnreconciPd as ^et to hea?en and grace, 
Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Alas, my lord, what may yoa mean by that ? 

0th. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by : 
I would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 
No, — Heaven forfend !' — I would not kill thy souL 

Des. Talk you of killing? 

0th. Ay, I do. 

Des. Then, heaven 

Have mercy on me ! 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart ! 

Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Humph! 

D-'s. And yet I fear you : for you are fptal then, 
When your eyes roll so ; Why I should fear, I know 

not. 
Since guiltiness I know not ; but yetj I feel, I fear. 

Oth. Think on thy sins. 

Des. They are loves I bear to you. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou diest 

Des. That death^s unnatural, that kills for loving. 
Ala4, why gnaw you so your nether Up ? 
Some blcKxfy passion shakes your very frame : 
These are portents ; but yet, I hope, 1 hope. 
They do not point on roe. 

Oth. Peace, and be still. 

Des. I will so: What's the matter? 

Oth. That handkerchief, which I so lov'd, and 
gave thee. 
Thou gav'st to Cassio. 

Des. No, by my life and soul ; 

Send for the man, and ask him. 



(I) Forbid. 
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0th. Sweet soul, take heed. 

Take heed of perjury ; thou'rt on thjr death-bed. 

Des. Ay, but not yet to die. 

0th. Yes, presently : 

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath. 
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception. 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Des. Then, Lord have mercy on me ! 

Oth, I say, amen. 

Des. And have you mercy too ! — I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never bv'd Cassio, 
But with such general warranty of heaven 
As T miffht love : 1 never gave him token. 

Oth. Bv heaven, I saw my handkerchief 4u bk 
hand. 

perjur»d woman ! thou dost stone my he«t, 
And mak*8t me call, what I intend to do, — 
A murder, which I thought a sacrifice :» 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des. He found it then ; 

I never cave it him : — Send for him hither, 
And let him confess a truth. 

Oth. He hath confessed. 

Des. What, my lord ? 

Oth. That he hath— us'd thee. 

Des. How.* unlawfully? 

Oth. Ay. 

Des. Hell not say so. 

Oth. No, his mouth is stoppM ; 

Honest lago hath ta'en order for't.2 

Des. My fear interprets then,— What, is he dead? 

Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great re- 
venge 
Had stomach for them all. 

Des. Alas ! he is betrayed, and I undone. 



(1) A sacrifice atoning for thy crime. 

(2) Has taken measures. 
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Oth. Out, strumpet ! Weep*st tbon for him to 
mv fiice ? 

Des. O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not 

Oth. Down, strumpet r 

JDes. Kill me to-morrow, let me lire to-night 

Oth, Nay, if jou strive, 

Des, But half an boor. 

Oth. Being done, 

There is no pause. 

Des. But while I say one prayer. 

Oth. It is too late. [He smothers her, 

EmiL [IVithin.] My lord, my lord .' what ho! 
my lord ! my lord ! 

Oth. What noise is this?— Not dead? not yet 
quite dead ? 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain. — 
So, SO.J 

Emil. [fViihin.] What ho ! my lord, my lord ! 

Oth. Who's there ? 

Emil. [Within.] 0,good my lord, I wbuld speak 
a word with you. 

Oth. Yes;— 'tis Emilia:— by and by.— She'i 
dead. 
*Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio*8 death : 
The noise was high. — Ha ! no more moving? 
Still as the grave. Shall she come in? Were*tgood? 
I think, she stirs again: — Na — What's the best? 
If she come in, she'll sure speak to my wife : 
My wife ! my wife ! what wife ? — ^I luive no wife 
O, insupportable ! O heavy hour ! 
Mcthinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of tun and moon ; and that the affrighted globe 



(1) It is supposed that some theatrical direction 
has been omitted, and that, when Othello says, *S6 
soj^ he then stabs her. After the repetition of 
wounds, Desdemona might speak again with pro- 
priety, and yet veiy soon expire. 
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Should yawn at alteration. 
Emil. [IVitkin.] I do beseech you I may speak 
with you, 
O, good my lord! 

0th, I had forgot thee : O, come in, Emilia ^- 
Soft, — by and by :— Let me the curtains draw.— 
Where art thoii? What*8 the matter with thee 
now? [Unlocks the door. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil Oj good my lord, yonder^s foul murder 
done. 

Oih. What? now? 

Emtl But now, my lord ! 

0th. It is the veiy error of the moon ; 
She comes more near the earth than she was wont, 
And makes men mad. 

EmU. Cassio, my lord, has killed a young Ye- 
netian. 
Called— Roderigo. 

0th. RoderigokiU'd! 

And Cassio kiUM? 

EmiL No, Cassio is not killed. 

0th. Not Cassio kill'd? Then murder's out of 
tune. 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

J)es. O, falsely, falsely murder'd ! 

EmiL Alas ! what cry is that ? 

Oth. That! what? 

Emil. Out, and alas ! that was my lady's voice : — 
Help ! help, ho ! help ! — O lady, speak again ! 
Sweet Desdemona ! O, sweet mistress, speak ! 

Des. A guiltless deaUi I die. 

EmU. O, who hath done 

This deed ? 

Des. Nobody ; I myself; farewell : 

Commend me to my kind lord ; O, farewell. [Dies. 

Oth. Why, how should she be murder'd ? 

EmU. Alas, who knows? 
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Olh. Yoo heard her say herself, it was not I. 

Emit. She said so; I must needs report the 
truth. 

Oih. She's, like a liar, gone to burning hell ; 
»Twas I that kill'd her. 

Emil. O) the more angel she, 

yind rou the blacker devil ! 

Olh. She turn'd to folly, and she was a whore. 

EmiL Thou dost belie her, and thou art a 
devil. 

Oih. She was false as water. 

EmiL Thou art rash as fire, to say 

That she was false ; O, she was heavenly true ! 

Oih. Cassio did tup her ; ask thy husband else. 
O, I were damned beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed upion just grounds 
To this extremity ; Thy husband knew it all. 

EmiL My husband ? 

0th. Thy husband. 

EmU, That she was false to wedlock .? 

Oth. . Ay, with Cassio. 

Nay, had she been true, 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,! 
I'd not have sold her for it. 

Emil. My husband.^ 

Oth. Ay, 'twas he that told me first ; 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

EmiU My husband i* 

Oth, What needs this iterance,^ woman } I say, 
thy husband. 

EmiL O mistress, villany hath made mocks with 
love ! — 
My husband say, that she was false ^ 

Oth. . He, woman, 

I say, thy husband : Dost understand the word ? 



(1) A precious stone. (2) Repetition. 
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My friend, diy husband, honest, honest laga 
Kmil. If he say so, may bis pernicious soul 

Rot half a grain a day 1 he lies to the heart ; 

She was too fond of her most filtliy bargain. 
Oth. Ha! 
EmU Do thy worst : 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 

Than thou wast worthy her. 
Otii. Peace, you were best 

Emil. Thou hast not half the power to do vm 
harm. 

As T have to be hurt.i O gull ! O dolt ! 

As ignorant as dirt \ thou hast done a deed,— 

I care not for thy sword ; Til make thee known. 

Though I lost twenty lives: — Help! help, ho! 
help ! 

The Moor has kiird my mistress ; Murder ! murder! 

Enter Montano, Gratiano, and lago. 

Jiion. What is the matter ? — How now, general ? 

EmU. O, are you come, lago ? you have done 
well. 
That men must lay their murders on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

EmU. Disprove this villain, if thou be*st a man: 
He says, thou told^st him that his wife was false : 
I know, thou didst not, thou*rt not such a villain; 
Speak, for my heart is full. 

logo. I told him what I thought ; and told no 
more 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. 

EmU. But did you ever tell him, she was false ? 

logo. I did. 

EmiL You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 
Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie : — 
She &lse with Cassio ! — ^Did you say, with Cassb ? 



(1) ' More can J hear than you dare execute.^ 
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logo. With Cassio, mistress; Go to, charm your 

ton^ie. 
EimiL I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound 
to speak ; 
Mjr mistress here lies murder'd in her bed. 
AU. O heavens forfend !» 
EmiL And your reports have set the murder on. 
Oth. Nay, stare not, masters ; it is true, indeed. 
Gra, 'Tis a strange truth. 
Jtfon. O monstrous act ! 
EmiL Villany, villany, villany ! — 

I think upon^t;, — I think,— I smelPt ;— O villany ! 
. I thought so then ; — VW kill myself for gri^. — >' 

villany, villany ! 

logo. What, are yon mad ? I charge you, g?t 

you home. 
EmiL Good gentlemen, let me have leave to 
speak; 
•Hi proper I obey him, but not now :— 
perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home. 
(Hh. O I OT O ! [Hanging wer his wife. 

Emit. Nay, lay thee down, and roar , 

For thou bast kill'd the sweetest innocent, 
That e'er did lift up eye. 
OfA. O, she was foul ! — 

[Rising. 

1 scarce did knowyou, uncle : There lies your niece, 
Wbsse breath, indeed, these hands have newly 

stoppM : 
I know, this act shows horrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor Desdemona I I am gbd thy father*! 

dead; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now, 
This sight would make him do a desperate tonif 
Yea, curse his better angel frcnn his side, 
And fall to reprobation. 



(1) Forbid. 
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Oih. 'Tis pitiful: but ret lago knows. 
That she with Cassio bath the act of shame 
A thouiiand times committed ; Cassio confeM^d it t 
And she did gratify his amorous works 
With that rec(^izance and pled^ of love 
Which I fir^t ^ve her : I saw it m his hand ; 
It was a handlerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 

EnUL O heaven ! O heavenly powers ! 

logo. Come, hold your peace. 

EmiL *TwilI out, 'twill out :— I hold my peace, 
sir? no; 
No, I will speak as liberal^ as the air ; 
Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all. 
All, all, cry shame a^inst me, yet 1*11 speak. 

Jago. ae wise, and get you home. 

EmiL I wm not 

[lago offers to stab Ms w\fe. 

Gra, Fw! 

Your sword up<Hi a woman ? 

Emii. O thou dull Moor ! that handkerchief ttxm 
8peak*st of, 
I found by fortune, and did give my husband ; 
But often, with a solemn earnestness 
(More than, indeed, belonged to such a trifle,) 
He begg*d of me to steal it 

logo, Villanous whore ! 

EmiL She gave it Cassio ! no, alas ; I found it. 
And I did give*t my husband 

lago. Filth, thou liest 

EmU, By heaven, I do not ; I do not, gentle- 
men: 
O murd*rous coxcomb! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife ? 

[lago stabs Emilia, then runs ovt 

0/A. Are there no stones in heaven, 

8ut what serve for the thunder f — Precious villain i 



(1) Free- 
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Ora. The woraaa falls ; sore he has killM his 
wife. 

Emil Ay, ay ; O lay me by my mistress* side ! 

Gra, He's gone, but bis wife's kilPd. 

Man. 'Tis a notorious villain. Take you this 
weapon, 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass, 
But kill him rather ; I'll after that same villain, 
For 'tis a damned slave. * 

[Exeuni Montano and Gratiano. 

0th. I am not valiant neither. 

But eveiy puny whipster gets my sword : — 
But why should honour outlive honesty ? 
Let it ^o all. 

Emu, What did thy song bode, lady f 

Hark, canst thou hear me ? I will play the swan, 
And die in music ; — WiUow^ willow^ willow. — 
Moor, she was chaste ; she lov'd thee, cruel Moor ; 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; 
So speaking as I think, I die, — 1 die. [Dies. 

Oih. I have another weapon in this chamber, 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice brook's temper ;>— - 
O, here it is : — Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra. [Within.] If thou attempt it, it will cost 
thee dear; 
Thou bast no weapcm, and perforce muf t suffer. 

Oth. Look in upon me then, and speak with me. 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault th^. 

Re-enier Gratiano. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

Oih. Behold! I have a weapon ; 

A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day, 

(1) Steel is hardened by being put red-hot into 
very cold water. 
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That, with this little arm, and this good sword, 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop :— But, O vain boast ! 
Who can control his fate ? *tis not so now. — 
Be not afraid, though you do see nie weapon'd ; 
Here is my joumeirs end, here is my butt, 
And vei7 sea-mark of mv utmost sail. 
Do yoQ go back dismay'd .'* *tis a lost fear ; 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast, 
^nd he retires ;— Where should Othello go.^-— 
Now, how dost thoQ look now f O ill-starr*a wench I 
Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at compt,! 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 
And fiends will snatch at it Cold, cold, my girl? 
Even like thy chastity. — 
O ci^fsed, cursed slave ! — Whip me, ye devils, 
From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 
Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur ! 
Wash me in steep-down guifs of liquid fire !— 
O Desdemona ! Desdemona ! dead f 
Dead? O! OI O! 

EnUr Lodovico, Montano, Cassio, carried in a 
chairf and Officers, with lago, /»rtjon«r. 

XodL Where is this rash and most unfortunate 

man? 
Oih. That's be, that was Othello; here I am. 
ZA)d. Where is that viper f bring the villain forth. 
0th, I look down towards his feet ;>— but tbat^ 
a&ble: 
If (bat thoQ be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[OtRello wounds I'ago. 
Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 
laeo, I bleed, sir; but not kill'd. 

OtL I am not sorry neither ; Pd have thee live ; 
For, in my sense, 'tis happiness to die. 



(1) Account (2) To see if his feet be cloven. 
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Lod. O thou Othelb, that was once so good, 
Fairn in the practice^ of a cursed slave, 
What shall he said to thee ? 

Oih. Why, any thing : 

An honourable murderer, if you will ; 
For nou^t I did in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod, This wretch hath in part confessed tus vii 
lany : 
Did you and he consent in Cassio^s death ? 

0th, Ay. 

Cos. Dear general, I never gave you cause. 

Oih» I do believe it, and I ask your pardon. 
Will you, I pray you, demand that demi^evil. 
Why he hath thus ensnar*d my soul and body? 

logo. Demand me nothing: What you know, 
you know: » 

From tbb time forth I never will speak word. 

Lod. What? not topray ? 

Gra, TonneaU will ope your lips. 

0<*. Well, thou dost best ^ ^ 

Lod. Sir, you shall understand what bath be- 
fail'n. 
Which, as I think, you know liot : Here is a letter 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo; 
And here, another : the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. 

Olh. O villain I 

Cos. Most heathenish, and most grots ! 

Lod. Now here's another discontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, lago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 

Oih. O the pernicious caitiflf i-^ 

How came yon, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 



(1) By the stratagem. 
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Qu. I fiMind it in my chamber. 

And be himself coofess^cl, but even now. 
That there be dropped it, for a special purpose. 
Which wrought to his desire. 

Oth, Ofool! fool! fool! 

Cos, There is, besides, in Roderigo's letter, — 
How he upbraicU lago, that he made him 
Brare me on the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was cast : And even but now he spake. 
After long seeming dead, — ^lago hurt him, 
lago set him on. 

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with us; 
Your power and jow command is taken off. 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, — 
If there be any cunning cruelty, 
Tlut can torment him much, and hold him long. 
It shall be bis. You shall close prisoner rest. 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state : — Come, bring him away. 

Oih. Soft vou ; a word or two, before you go. 
I have done the state some service, and they know it; 
No more of that : — I prav you, in your letters. 
When you AaXX these unlucky de^ls relate. 
Speak (^ me as I am ; nothing extenuate. 
Nor set down aught in malice : then must you speak 
Of one, that lovM not wisely, but too well ; 
Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Peiplex'd in the extreme ; of one, whose hand. 
Like the base Judean, threw a pearl away. 
Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose subduM 

eyes. 
Albeit unused to the melting mood, 
Drc^ tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum : Set you down this : 
And say, besides, — that in Aleppo once. 
Where a malignant and a turban^d Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the state, 
I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 
And smote him — thus. [Stabs hmte\f 

Lod, O bloody period ! 
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Gra. All, that's spoke, is marr*d. 

OUu I kiss'd thee, ere I killM thee ;--No waj 

but this, [Falling vpon Desdcmona. 

Killing mvself, to die upon a kiss. [Dies. 

Cos, This did I fear, but thought he had no 
weapon; 
For he was great of heart 

Lod, O Spartan dog. 

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea .' 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; [To lago. 
This is thy work : the object poisons sight ; — 
Let it be hid. — Gratiano, keep the house, 
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed to vou. — To you, lord governor 
Remains the censure' of this hellish villain ; 
The tinne, the place, the torture,— O enforce it ! 
Mjrself will straight aboard ; and, to the state. 
This heavy act with heavy heart relate. [Exeunt 

(1) Judgment 
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The beauties of this plaj impress th emsdy eg to 
strongly upon the attention of (be reader, that thef 
can draw no aid from critical illustration. The 
fiery openness of Othello, magnanimous, artless, 
ana credulous, boundless in his confidence, ardent 
in his affection, inflexible in his resolution, and 
obdurate in his revenge ; the cool malignity of laga 
silent in his resentment, subtle in his designs, ma 
itudious at once of his interest and his vengeance ; 
the soft simplicity of Desdemona, confident of mer- 
it, and conscious of innocence, her artless perseve- 
rance in her suit, and her slowness to suspect that 
the can be suspected, are such proo6 of Shaks- 
peare*8 skill in human nature, as, I suppose, it is 
vain to seek in any modem writer. The gradual 
progress which la^o makes in the Moor*8 conviction, 
and the circumstances which he employs to inflame 
him, are so artfijll^ natural, that, though it will, 
periiaps, not be said of him as he says of himself, 
that he is a man not easily Jeahusy yet we cannot 
but pity him, when at last we find him perplexed 
in the extreme. 

There is always danger, lest wickedness, con- 
joined with abilities, would steal upon esteem, 
though it misses of approbation ; but tne character 
of lago is so conducted, that he is firom the first 
scene to the last hated and despised. 

Even the inferior characters of this play would 
be veiy conspicuous in an^ other piece, not ool^ 
for their justness, but their strength. Cassio u 
brave, benevolent, and honest, ruined only by bis 
want of stubbornness to resist an insidious invita- 
tion. Roderigo's suspicious credulity, and impa- 
tient submission to the cheats which hie sees prac- 
tised upon him, and which, by persuasion, he suf- 
fers to be repeated, exhibit a strong picture of a 
weak mind, betrayed by unlawful desires, to a 
folse friend ; and the virtue of Emilia is such as 
we often find, worn loosely, but not cast off, easy 
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to commit small crimes, but quickened and alanned 
•t atrocious villanies. 

llic scenes from the beginnmg to the end are 
busy, varied by happy mterchanges, and regularly 
promoting the progression of the stoir ; and th« 
Barrative in the end, though it tells bet what is 
known already, yet is necessary to produce the 
ieath of Othello. 

Had the scene opened in Cyprus, an^ the prece« 
dii^ incidents been occasionally related, there had 
Deen liHle wanting to a drama of the most exact 
and tcnipulous regularity. 

JOHNSON, 



KXD Ot VOL. VUl. 
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